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DALARADIA; 

OR. THE DA VS OF KING MILCHO. 


CHAPTEE L 


BYBILLA AND HER FOSTER-6 18TER. 

The scene was fair; an earthly Eden, blest 
With all the glorious tints that gild the West. 

But they who strayed amid the woodlands green 
Were dearer, fairer, brighter than the scene. 

The Baud of Mourn*. 


It was Summer time, in the year of grace, 432. The green 
woods of Dalaradia* were clothed in their richest verdure, and 
a bright and unclouded sun smiled upon the land. The 
breeze slept upon the unruffled breast of the waters, and all 
seemed hushed in silence and repose. “ Alps upon Alps,” 
in all their beauty and sublimity, raised their furrowed and 
shaggy fronts to the clouds, while high above all, the Colon 
soared as lord of the range, in pyramidal majesty, where the 
sun ever gilds its crest, and a feathery cloud, all on fire with 
his rays, rests on its topmost peak and turbans it with glory. 

The mountain masses of shade were flung upon the sleep- 
ing sea, which reflected them in its waters in huge and mag- 
nificent proportions. Their bases and aides were tesselated 

• Antrim. 
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with verdant corn fields and forests, and their brown heads, 
wreathed in clouds, stretched far into the heavens. Stalwart 
and imperishable, in all the rude freedom of untamed magnifi- 
cence, they stood, the bulwarks of Emania* and the sentinels 
of Dalaradia. 

Deep in the valley, and clear and pure as the skies that 
smiled down upon it, winding in many a silver coil, and laugh- 
ing and leaping in the sun as it pursued its ioyous way 
tlirough glen and brake and dingle, past Cromleacli, rath and 
round tower, through tliick and darksome groves sacred to 
Bel and the Druids only, whose dark recesses had never been 
penetrated save by the holy and mysterious priests of the 
sun-god, the Braid, a bright and beautiful river, flowed, whose 
banks were fringed with oak, willow and laburnum, among 
whose branches the wild birds nestled and sung to the glad- 
some river as it merrily sped along. The valleys and hillsides 
were studded with shielings and cottages, from which the 
smoke, in spiral columns, curled gracefully in the air, or lay 
calm and motionless upon the stilly atmosphere, giving evi- 
dence of animation and life in that lone and sequestered val- 
ley. These were the humble dwellings of the herdsmen who 
tended the flocks and herds of Milcho, the great chieftain of 
the territoiy. Numerous huts were scattered along the coast, 
but at a safe distance from the encroachments of the sea, 
whose waves, when stirred to anger or lashed to fury by Crom, 
their sea-god, startled their souls with fear, and caused them 
to offer sacrifices for the propitiation of the angry deity* 
When viewed from the summit of Slieve Mis, impending in 
awful state over the lovely scenes below, outspreading far and 
wide, and basking in the Summer sun, the sight was indeed 
wild, beautiful and grand. From the rocky battlements of 
Dunluce to the silvery strands of Carnlough and Glenarm, or 
from Bengore Head to the far-off waters of Aghaloe, no 
brighter scene rose up, or fairer landscape lay, in all green 
Ulster. 

Milcho, the chief of the valley and lord of Dalaradia, was 

• UlstOE. 
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descended from a long line of ancestors, famous for their phy- 
sical beauty and renowned for their prowess in war and the 
chase. His castle, with bawn and fosse and all the warlike 
improvements which tha£ rude and savage age could devise, 
stood in the very heart of the valley aud within easy reach of 
Slieve Mis, where Ills fat beeves and numerous herds lazily 
wandered and browsed. Sprung from a proud and haughty 
race, and inured from boyhood to the toils and dangers of 
war, he was of a tierce and stubborn disposition ; and ruled 
with ungloved hand the followers and clansmen whose fealty 
he claimed and who dwelt with him in his fortress of barbaric 
power. He had followed the banner of Nial of the Hostages 
when he, with his Dalaradians, foraged the vineyards and 
castles of the Gaul. lie had met the legions of Rome in its 
brightest epoch of supreme potency; had braved the wild and 
hardy sea rovers of Scandinavia ; and the surrounding nations, 
Oriental and Occidental, had heard of the fame of him who 
had served under the great Nial. 

Though stricken in years at the time we introduce him to 
our readers, he was still a man of massive and stalwart pro- 
portions, and one on whom time, though it had silvered his hair 
and beard, leant with feathery finger upon the stout frame 
that had so often braved danger and death in the shock of 
battle. But since the demise of the warlike Nial and the suc- 
cession of his more peaceful son, Laegari, to the throne, peace 
had reigned in the bosoms of the Irish chiefs ; the periodical 
predatory raids in Britain and Gaul had been abandoned; and 
the tic - ‘e lords, whose sole pleasure and enjoyment was war, 
were fain to pass their time in the less noble but still pleasur- 
able excitement of the chase. The chieftain of Dalaradia 
chafed at the curb which the young Ard Riagh had fastened 
on liis warlike propensities; and, since he was not permitted 
to indulge in a sport more congenial to his feelings and incli- 
nations, daily engaged in the arduous and sometimes danger- 
ous pleasure of hunting the red deer and wild boar Suit 
thronged the woods around his dwelling. While engaged in 
the chase, liis daughters, Sybilla, Ova and Elie, and° their 
foster-sister, Una, were left under the protection of a band ol 
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faithful retainers and slaves, whose duty it was to watch and 
guard them until their lord’s return. Slavery, at this date,w: a 
common in Ireland, and in every chieftain’s bawn a numb; r 
of the soft sons and daughters of Britain and Gaul -were kept 
to minister to the wants and pleasures of their Irish conquer- 
ors. They were generally prisoners of war, captured in the 
rude raids and forays of the Irish kings, witli which the conti- 
nent of Europe was then, unfortunately, too familiar with. 

As the lord of Dalaradia is engaged in the chase on the 
day on which our story opens, we shall take advantage of his 
absence, and, while awaiting his return, take a glance at his 
stately castle and a few of its inmates. 

It was a vast and massive pile for those days, rude in its 
architecture, but grand in its proportions. Two large towers 
of unhewn stone flanked it on either end, and in the centre 
stood the banquet hall. A large court, in which the chiefs 
and nobles were wont to indulge in athletic exercises, stood 
opposite, while at a convenient distance from the castle, rising 
on a sloping knoll, beside a stately round-tower, even then 
moss-grown and grey, were pitched the tents wherein the 
slaves and retainers of the chieftain dwelt during the Summer 
solstice. 

It is nearing sunset. The glory of the fading day streams 
down upon the castle and its surroundings, and lights up no 
lovelier scene in all the scope of its vision. Graceful and 
beautiful the light clouds float in the west; the rich skies glow 
with crimson and azure, and pale, transparent green, and 
streaks of burnished gold. The scarlet-plumed robin darts 
through the air; the swallows wind their mazes on high; the 
polished poplar and stately fir glisten in the light, and the ex- 
ulting and abounding river rushes by, as two young maidens, 
arrayed in the costume befitting their rank, emerge from the 
castle and seat themselves in a grassy plot at the '’base of one 
of the tall towers. One, who seems to be of superior rank, 
leans against a buttress, with a huge volume of vellum spread 
out before her. The book is embossed with knobs of silver, 
and its heavy clasps fall loose against the rough stone work, 
giving forth a tinkling sound every time the fail' student 
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moves or even turns over a- loaf* ^ 

. , -^x., v»43» rt»/^r<rAnnfl xtnr.h •»*- 

and every page present® a picitu-^, 


gorgeous with iia)^ 


The girl *wlio° holds the book seems to be maa/^ q 
pages, rather than admiring' them. -A. d8 

ner long black tresses flow over Jier era, 

The face is beaming with in t ell ect u al J*® There 
ness in it, when the eyes look up ^ J *5^ n • j • . e *5?^ the 

lashes are displayed to view, and ther °f har 

melting charity ii the sweet face which reminds one 
and the angels. Her profusion of raven tresses seems tQ 

i .»w> countenance, which is aerlo^* 


soft, pearly white that glows upon t “® * Wat e] 

while her cheeks arefresn and bright as a moss r 

Her tresses too have that soft, pnrphsh bloom npou 
wliich seems, like the atmosphere of a p » 

strong contrast between their blackness ^ fesnow of 
forehead. Her large, beautiful eyes are 
ceptwhen excited or when an enthusiastic hng 
sion of her sonl. In repose, they partake of anc^mi3t- 3 
brown, that relieves them from the s ^^P.- e 
ders a black eye often severe and unferomine _ « 
stature, and of a grand and oomBJJ&nf 
readily be perceived even while she -vfQeho, the chiesff 
book/ Shew Sybilla, the jS attention 

Dalaradia, and the book -which eJ ig _ Druidism and 

precious volume relating to the mys ■ ** , Arch Druid Co 
worship, and was presented to her by the ax 

himself. , , her, though off 

Una, her foster-sister, who 0 f youth and be* 

same age and stature, and in the ^ features. . . 

is a different creature in intellectual super* ^-j 

beautiful, and endowed pr i n cely and cV ^ ne ver s 

to be found evon 

land. Nurtured at . tb ® ® for each other had g*** 
since childhood, their love tor 
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years ; and their mutual fondness when together, and tlieix 
grief when separated but only for a day, showed itself in such 
clear and undisguised form as could scarcely fail to be per- 
ceived by the most humble inmate of the castle. While 
Sybilla was of a melancholy and contemplative disposition, 
Una, on the contrary, was of a playful and mirth-provoking na- 
ture. Her mirth, however, was innocent and harmless, and 
while loved by all with whom she came in contact, she was 
clasped to the heart of Sybilla with all the fondness of a sister’s 
love. Equal in stature, but more delicate in limb, though not 
in feature, than Sybilla, her beauty was of a different type, and 
presented a marked but lovely contrast to hers. Her wavy, 
golden hair fell in rich masses around her face and shoulders, 
and wantoned in many a careless curl about her face. Her 
"blue and laughing eyes, seldom at rest, sparkled and shone 
with a beauteous brilliancy, pleasing and attractive. 

While Sybilla pondered over the book before her, Una care- 
lessly reclined beside a fragrant rose tree, picking the roses to 

S ieces, one by one, and scattering them around her. As she 
emolislied the last leaf on the stem she wistfully looked up at 
her companion, and observed a grave and anxious look upon 
her countenance. The book had fallen from her hand and lay 
open at her feet. Absorbed in reverie she heeded it not; but 
with her eyes cast on the ground, seemed lost to every object 
around her. 


Noiselessly rising from her reclining posture, Una stole toiler 
side, and throwing her arms around her, kissed her cheek. 
With a sweet smile Sybilla looked up and returned the caress. 

“Of what are you thinking, dear Sybilla?” asked Una, seat- 
ing herself by her side, and toying with her long tresses. “To 

I ’udge by the anxious look on your face, your thoughts seem to 
>e as deep and dark as Conra’s himself.” 

“I have been pondering, Una, on the great truths contained 
in this volume. It explains part of the mysteries of our holy 
faith, of which few, but the most learned of our Druids know. 


I have been puzzled to comprehend some passages, but per* 
baps it is not given to such as me to do so.” 

“I thought none but the Druids and Yestals were permitted 
to penetrate the mysteries surrounding the Sun-god?” 


Digitized by Google 



ii ie ^ s who serre at the altars and snared 

aJ lowed the privilege of knowing* certain secrets whir,) j 
unfolded to us. IIow happy must they he who pa Ss 7 
m the service of Bel f All other gods sink into nothin 
*^ ie of the barbarian fall before his f 
aria freedom lights the path of those who believe in hi 
lxaze„, Una, on those golden, clouds that surround h m J 

way in the sky; how grand and beauteous they are- 
« t b ?^ ter tiian gold and sparkle more than diamond* 
xSel . -Bel I well may we worship thee , for thy smile is 
ot r ^ e world and thy glory exceedeth all praise!” e 
1 he impassioned girl, as she s poke, pointed to the sun 
last beam was disappearing behind the hill, and prostvat^ 
Belt tlirice on the ground. This was an act of devotion x 
the worshippers of Bel daily performed . Una follower* 
example, and the rite being over , again seated herself h* 
billa s side. An interval of silence followed . Una wh^ 
been thinking over the last words of Sybilla, turned to hero 
pamon and reclining her head on her knee, looked up into * 
face and said: r - 

“And yet, Sybilla, you have often told me that in other lan 
men do not worship Bel, but inanimate creatures, formed ) 
their own hands, or stone or wood or brass.” 

it is true, 'Una. This book which the great Arch Dro 
pOnra gave me and bade me study, tells how the Gauls 
Komans and other barbarian nations worship idols, and loat;l 
some, venomous creatures, of whose very names we are ign c 
rant. In some parts of Gaul, I have heard my father say,rn^ 
worship a god whom they do not know or see, and yet belie 
in. They call themselves Christians.” 

“They must be a strange people indeed,” remarked Uix s 
musingly. “ Are they great warriors?” rn,— 

“Great Warriors,” echoed Sybilla, scornfully. 
lie /e not in war; their ignoble hearts never throbbed 
thought of glory or distinction in the held, or thril ® morr 
nerce joy that animates a Dalaradian chieftain oxi wrC atlu3, 
mg of battle,” and the proud lip of the fan- pagan w 
in scorn. 
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“I have seen 1 ■““***«*» with your sister Ova, which 
believe these } n wo rship) ^ which your fath< 

brought home ir . , .» ln Jus last expedition under Kin 

Nial; but 1 knownotwheti^er they belong toRome or Gaul. 

‘‘They belong to ^aul answered Sybilla, ‘‘and were pa 
of the spoils c^ t ^ e ^ t n ? e8S ® ri aeum, which our DalaradL 
conquered I^aveoftcn heard Fergus, the bard, tell how th 
banners of the R e ut down bt fore the light of tli 

Sunburst flag t ® pf Erie’s god. And no wonder, 

continued the ent girl, a brighter flush lighting up he 

glowing features, “the prayers of our holy Druids follEwe 
dial’s standard 5 offered in the sacred groves, an 

from Bealtinne toS^iham a thousand Vestals prayed in Da 
aradia for the °*er the barbaric Lsts of Rom 

and Gaul. 0“ the Dalaradians, the Arch Drui. 

at Tara, with all his^ainof Priests and Vestals, met and wt ] 
corned them and sacrifice to the Gods. A thorn 

?h«fir robes, and a tUuLndv^ 8 ° f ^ 1 

wldte bent before the holy fi 8 ^dv^ d m tl 

wnite, wu» jurv or iJelus that burned on th 

Arch pnests altar, and ottered homage to Bel and Croml < 
Una • to hear the voice and barn of fL l ° ^ * . . < - 

sioned melody, the glories of thSt davf T ^ 7 ’ "VT* 

soul with light and love, and lcindfflL It warms my father 
of hope, a throbbing ecstasy of j ov t] *l 18 heart a fiery flam 
of the great Nial, shall yet shake off tl? Laegan.thesuccessc 
lonsiim, r d followin the foo 

“But surely, Sybilla, you, who are 1 great lather! 
sweet and loving, and so gifted with all tl 86 ”* 16 * i natur ®> 8 
maiden, do not wish for war! Would ? gTaCCS bec0 ““^g 
who loves you beyond aught else on 2^?°“ your fatbe: 
»lrous and beauteous brothers, tom <> earta > all d 3 'our two chi' 
against those barbarians Z 1™*™* and ^arc 
rosed and conquered? I cannot 7h£a o%\ mV( \ 80 often °] 
Eoi snch a thought.” * thmk > Sybilla, that you h a 

“ I love my father, Una, and mv ,, , , , 

than life, and would give my lif e *L vf° ,ra y, e brot . hers moi 
. ... v ° ut ‘he smallest price to sav 

^ £ rota to November. r Bav 
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cests. 1 sj 1 * and sometimes give wav 

fancies, which are only paidonablo in a child. JBut I did'n 
mean to elude. u 

“You are a dear, good creature tt™ „„ i • 
fond as you are blvthesome and merry ’ Kiss me and If” 
hasten 4 meet and welcome Fergus. ‘5 se 
castle gate.” . TT s 

tSSMsTsassts; .t s 

Its feal upon bis face, he JeTe^Jt 21 !? had , * 
ins step. ^ A harp was suing over his J’ hrm and unfaltei 
which was rich and of different eolor H h ° UWe n an o U8 c ?? tum< 
which encircled his throat, bespoke his ** p CU the s ? ld ban ' 
wa^ Fergus, the chief bard ?f ifnl rank f nd yocation. H 
annual musical festival of Tara. lch °’ rctunun g from th 

hteSe Is^ie returned the^ilutnthfnj^ 8mile Ut u l 

“ Yon have been long absent K „ f S'® 
we were beginning to fear that the 1*5 !’ ^ “ an < 

Tara would wean you from our poor ® aa d attractions o 
“The palace of Tara is beaute^ ^ of D , alaradia -” 
comes the great Ard Eiagh of Ireland^ Ff} d ’ weU 
iewels brighter than those I now hr-Kih » 4 14 ias no S ems o 
“ Ah, Fergus, thy craft is ever 
bard’s eye discovers beauty where >,;5^ ne to . flattei 7> and th 
“ It may be so, but who can inH 18 i leart 18 tuterested.” 
bard ? J ge of beauty better than th. 

« I will not discuss the question F 
is more than a match for me in all ^g 118 ) 7 0ur honeyed tong u < 
beauty. But you must be wearied .5 4 P ertains to grace am 
longer” . ed > h* us not detain y Q i 

“ I am in haste to see the kino- r , 
chase?” g ’ 3 he returned yet from th. 

“ No, but I think I hear him 
A loud and shrill bugle blast Rlln 'g- 
woke up the echoes of the hills. A° lll } ded on their ears, an. 
apartment m the castle, the maid^Y, 8 , er gus proceeded to hi 

fastened to the prineip„ 
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grate that led to the court. As it swung 
hinges, a cavalcade appeared. Mounted ° Q 

and prancing steeds, with bronze spears anA ? 8tf o»f 
and si dning as tlie sun, and with g£ein Lff 


evening' air, IM^ilcdio arid a hundred Dalar^v 68 
bridle-rein before tlie on* tie. "«tewdi« B 




14 


CHAPTER H. 

THS OATH AGAINST ST. PATRICK, 

The king sate at the feast that nighty 
In Antrim’s royal hall, 

With his vassal Tiemachs and men of mighty 
And iron chieftains all. 

Bnt the monarch shook in his royal chair. 

While he tried to grasp the spear ; 

For the name of one had stricken him there. 

And he looked a statue of fear. 

The Irish people can only be thoroughly understood in theii 
own land. Amid the mountain fastnesses of their own poetic 
country, where the quiet lake and the gushing rock-fountain 
sparkle in the sunlight, where the shady dell and flower-scented 
solitude are eloquent of all that is beauteous and sublime m 
nature, where the hills, on whose purple sides the eagles have 
built their nests for centuries, pillow their heads in golden 
light, or don their coronet of clouds; where every stone, every 
path, every desolate ruin, is haunted with some old legend of 
the glorious past. These are the spots upon which to study the 
Irish character and admire the romance, the life, the generous 
freshness of thought, and the striking heart-warmth or a peo- 
ple that suffering does not seem to dispirit, penury render 
selfish, nor privation rob of some of the noblest traits of our 
common nature. 

When this is so in our own day ; after centuries of per- 
secution and slavery, robbery and spoliation, such as no other 
spot in the world has witnessed or borne, so black and demoniac 
~ in its character, that its gentlest deeds would pain the adaman- 
tino heart of a Nero, liow grand and glorious must the Irish 
character have been, when Nial held the sceptre of the island, 
and the fear and fain© v^ 18 and arms spread consternation 

through the legion* of Home; Feis Timbrach of Tara, where 
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the k ings and nobles assembled, gave 
to the land, which were scrupulously and » 

when l>a rd and brehon taught and sung, when Z » 

these twin sisters of heaven, were cherished ®" 8 , caj, d °h~ •*, ?* x 

and peasant, and the hospitable doors 1 ^ 

noldes wore ever open to receive and welcome ti W » 

wanderer at tiieir boards. These were tlie^ln » 

rel M n rl ixrlion t'l ) 7 V'/lJrV. IlPT Jmnnt. J i 


Ireland, when J ler chivalry, her honor and her 

most in the world. J^n t alas for our country; Tn e 8t 


gone by.” The sonl-stirring strains ofTSu/is 5? 

only awaken tlie dreamless sleep of the tomb • *l a ^forT*^ * 
firmament have fallen; the sun of her frloi-v hoc 6 stf b- s . o 
the battles of her patriot brave have ter/ni nat ,J a !W) er jh >“**.*? 
slavery ! u *0 ^>5»» j? 1 

After gaining the castle, Alileho, preceded hv (,• 
slave, a dark-browed, long-haired native of Arm a • 
a eliamber in the eastern wing — the king’s dresau’ e t» 

was called and disrobing himself of his hunting- 

x - *- 



which hung at his girdlo. Jus e^yes wandered softly ar * 
room, adorned with many a trophy of war and the chJ * 1 i r* 

lit np with a smile as tb® <3°.°r w f s gently opened, and*^* 
entered and threw herself er fath ® r ’® an «8. S;,' V G f 

followed by Una and her sistera Ora, and E]; e . n ^e 
before him, and gently stroking their long and beantif,,] ? 
he stooped and affectionate .y be f or ° n cheek. * t 

ino- themselves in a lialf-f 511 * 0 leant upo^* 3 *** 

shoulder or clung to his k ^1? in thiK" J 8tr °H d ^ i 

*£a»k£^^S 52*^* 

nor, throwing stein olailcLren. Since the death of U t:T* ^ 

r»r«sence and love of h 1 to hav« Ornnt «r«^ L • 


t. 

*a 


PT ^ Xleelingseemed to have crept Into 
SSl his desire for their company m us hours 

oftener sought for. 
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It was a pretty picture, as they sat there, these 
beauteous nmideus, and gazed with eyes of Wuponajond 
and doting father; the king and all his pomp were laid ^iae^ 
in him they only beheld the kind protector and affectionate 
parent. They questioned him of the chase and of «ie 
brothers’ prowess in the haunts of the wolf and the de^o 
the wild boar ; of all the events of the day, and their aav^ 
urea with the savage and terrible denizens of the foreman 
of a hundred other things, winch he playfully and langtung ^ 
answered with delight. Thus an hour passed away a * 

were still plying him with questions, when a trampe 
from the battlements of the castle, and summoned him to “ 
banquet. He was waited on by a numerous train otu»* 
who bent their heads to their breasts as he walked , 
them through the hall that led to the court. As 
were not permitted to be present at their banquets, they ^ 
separate apartment for their own use, and there Sym , 
her sisters were conducted by a certain number of vass 


a retinue of slaves. , . - 

As the King entered the court, his nobles, and cweis 
followers, to the number of two hundred, with their Dr0 g 
spears and shields, were drawn up ready to receive him- o 
luting them, he passed into the banquet hall, and took his s 
in his accustomed place. His warriors followed, and each one, 
according to his rank, took his seat next the king, Above 
each chair, fastened in the wall, were the long, forked antlers 
of a deer, on which the slaves suspended the shields and spear 


of the warlike guests. 

On either side of the king sat Congal and Cathal, his tw 
6ons. Both were in the full flush and pride of youth an 
strength, and bore a marked resemblance to the king? their 
father. Fergus, the bard, sat next to Congal, and after hiiri 
came th* chieftains and their sons who held rank and ti 
under M ielio. The banquet hall was a long and spacious 
apartn e it, with long tables running the whole length, eac 
table capable of seating a hundred guests. The king’s was id 
the centre, and, seated on an oaken chair carved and fashione 
lifter the manner of th e times, and emblazoned with the royaJ 
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*rms of I>alaradirt? the monarch dism 
Honored liis subjects with liis presence \ 
slaves dressed in the Koman costume stc 
an d attended to his everj want . Other 
every nation known, and wearing their nat 
distributed. tlirou^hout the hall and mini ste 
There was a plentiful profusion of v j H1 
large, fat and savory salmon from the Sham 
kept fresh in sweet and pure water until ne 
silvery-spooklod eels from the Bann and th 
Eossapenna, fresh and delicious trout , whici 
a g° gambolled in the waters of the Braid , an 
kinds of shell-fish, raw and cooked, which 
flavor to the feast, or* a zest to the appetite. 
of venison, as tender and palatable as ever f$ 
supplied ; the head of the wild boar , roasted 
stones, and flavored with spices ; veal , muttc 
beef, dressed in various fashions by the difft 
there in rich profusion and reckless abundar 
.A. horn of the wild bull? scraped so thin as 
and resting on silver feet? stood beside each 
they quaffed the invigorating mead and ale of 
or the rich vintage of Chaul and. Iberia . J 
Irish prince, lived in profuse magnificence, 
at the board was only equaled by his valor 
violent exercise of the chose? w they ] 
morning, had given an impetus totbeir 
in g and dainty morsels eo ptentxfvlfy pt ace , 
appeared in a manner that wonld astomsh tJ 
nate epicures of the present 7* 

The repast was at fengrtli °T T nained ' G B / 
the tables of the C 

guest whom he tended, ^ rising to hie 
The king wasfirst aJld * Jd ^ 

ing horn studdcd wi th JZiag% of Ir, 

Laegan, scm .2,11 ow in the footstep 

he did so: “M ay he the woliielf 

the tread of his legions 


Digitized by Google 



18 


and the flag of the sun-god wave in triumph from Ternora* to 
the Alps ! ” A tempest of cheers shook the banners on the 
walls, and each warrior quaffed his wine with a fervent wish 
that the hopes of Milcho would soon be accomplished. No 
voice in the hall was louder then that of Fergus, the bard, as 
he joyfully responded to the toast of the lung. The latter 
noticed him, and while a smile danced upon his Bps, familiarly 
addressed liim: “Fergus, metliinks the old spirit is not dead in 
thee yet, and did opportunity offer, could’st harp as brave a 
battle hymn, or sound an onset as deftly and as tierce as thou 
did’st in thy younger days. Time, though it has laid its 
wrinkled hand upon thy brow, has not dimmed thy warlike 
spirit nor chilled thy heart to stone at mention of the name oi 
Nial!” 

u Milcho, son of a long line of Dalaradian kings,” answered 
the bard, rising and bowing with graceful dignity to his chief, 
“ I have followed thy father in his wars in Britain and Gaul; 
have sounded the onset when his fiery legions rushed to the 
embrace of battle against the Scandinavian and the Bcpnan ; 
have soothed him in his sorrows, when wounded on a bed of 
pain and encompassed by countless enemies, and have gloried 
m his triumph when their bravest and fiercest hosts fell oefore 
his conquering sword. I have sung his dirge and wept over 
the hero’s grave, and when Milcho marched to victory with the 
great Nial, Fergus was by his side, and did not blanch in the 
flame and shock of battle. Did the Ard Biagh of Erie call 
forth the clans to-morrow, Fergus would be bound by duty, 
and by honor led, again by the side of his prince in the hour 
of danger!” 

“ I doubt it not, good Fergus,” answered Milcho, pleased 
with his enthusiasm, which coincided with his own feelings, 
and found an echo in his heart. And looking around upon 
his followers, he observed a smile of satisfaction light up every 
countenance. 

“ But thou hast been to Leinster, Fergus,” he continued, “ and 
hast visited Tara. What news is stirring? Do our kinsmen 
contemplate any new conquests, or do they, like ourselves, re- 
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“ He’s called Patricius now, but when he herded swine upon 
Slieve Mis, all Dalaradia knew him by the name of Sicur r* 
“Sicur 1” exclaimed the king, falling back in his chair and 
covering his face with his hands. The name was passed from 
mouth to mouth, for though to the younger warriors lie was 
unknown, many old men were present who had seen him in 
their youth, and by whom he was well remembered. All eyes 
were riveted on Milclio, who, downcast and immovable, sat 
wrapped in a deep and absorbing reverie. 

“It is of him, said Congall, his eldest son, addressing a 

g -ey-bearded chieftain who sat beside him, “ It is of him the 
ruids prophesied that he would bring woe and disaster oil 
Eric:\ 

“ It is even so,” replied the person addressed, “ but so many 
years have elapsed since then, that we thought their prophecy 
had come to nought. It was before your birth, Congall.” 

“ I have heard my mother speak of him, and of his goodness 
and obedience.” 

“ Aye, he was a soft, timorous kind of womanish soul, and 
feared to disobey,” replied the iron soldier contemptuously.” 

“ What harm can one weak and puny man do to Erie or 
Dalaradia ? ” observed Catlial, “ and yet my father seems ill 
at ease at mention of his name. I fear that frown upon his 
brow ; it bodes no good to this Sicur, should he stumble in his 
path.” 

“ Hush ! he is about to speak.” 

Milclio rose from his chair, and pointing toward Fergus, 
who sat silent and abashed at the passionate storm he had un- 
wittingly raised in the chief tain’s heart, thus addressed him : 

“ Fergus, dost thou remember the day when the great Nial 
mustered the clans of Dalaradia by the shores of the Scythian 
Sea. when our mashalled hosts ranged around his green 
throne, the three tribes of Erinn, to do battle against the Roman 
in Britain 1 Outnumbering all others Were our Dalaradians in 
their brazen armor, their spears and helmets flashing in the 
sun ; and where Nial stood, our captains, bards, druids and 

* Sicur or Succot, the name he received at baptism in France, his birth 
place. 
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Armorica, and brought them as slaves to our homes in Erinn. 
Among them was one, a pale and trembling boy, unfit to bear 
a spear or shield, and bom to be a slave and swineherd. For 
years he watched and tended on the hills, and cared not to 
mate with those of his condition. Silent and reserved, he lived 
alone, his only companions the base and brutal swine. What 
god he worshiped or what creed was his, we never sought to 
know. One aay we missed him from the hills, and searched 
in every gorge and pass, but could not find him ; he had fled. 
In time he was forgotten, and now, after the lapse of thirty 
years or more, this slave, this swineherd, this Sicur, returns to 
Erinn to preach us a gospel of peace and slavery, and over- 
throw our god!” 

A murmer of astonishment rose in the hall as Milcho fiercely 
delivered the last words. Most of the young warriors had never 
heard the name before, and scornfully laughedin derision. 

“ And now, men of Dalaradia,” continued Milcho, his fierce 
nature gleaming in his eyes, “Will you forsake the gods 
of your fathers, and bend m homage to strange gods at the 
behest of the meanest slave ? ” 

“No! Bel and Crom are our gods; we shall have no 
others !” the warriors shouted. 

“Then swear by the holy sun, the winds and the elements, 
that you will never forsake the shrines of your fathers.” 

“We swear,” they shouted, brandishing their skeins and 
shouting in such loud tones as made the rafters tremble.. 

“ It is well,” answered Milcho, resuming his seat, “ Leinster 
may forget her glory and embrace new idols, but Bel shall 
still remain the god of Dalaradia.” 

Calling to a slave to replenish his wine cup, he took a long 
and deep draught; and after listening to a few airs from Fer- 
gus’ harp, left the banquet hall and retired to his apartments 
for the night. 

While the tumult, caused by the loud oath which the 
warrior had taken for Bel, was at its height ,one youth remained 
a silent but deeply interested spectator of the scene. He 
stirred not when the others arose and swore, but remained un- 
observed and silent. This youth was Mohon, the young chief 
of Angher in Tyrone. He did not take the oath. 
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Their skill was a subject of universal wonder, and even in 
after times, the bitterly anti-Irish Giraldus Cambrensis, praised 
the unequalled beauty of their music in the most enthusiastic 
terms. 

The hours had deepened into night, and the noise of the 
revel was at its highest, when Fergus rose to depart. He was 
accompanied to the door by the princes, and preceded by a 
slave, hastened to his apartments in the eastern tower. There 
seating himself where lie could obtaiu a view of the river, now 
flashing in the silver moonlight, with his harp by his side, he 
gazed upon the beautiful scene beneath. The trees, grand and 
stately in their proportions, and bedecked with summer f oilage, 
were mirrored m the bright waters which lay calm and motion- 
less as if hushed in sleep. Not a breeze rippled its silvery 
surface, nor throb of wave disturbed its placid beauty. Lovely 
in its moonlight glory, it seemed meet for the home of some 
beauteous Undine, while the shady woods that fringed its banks 
might be the haunts of Titania and her fairy elves, or where 
some dreamy lover might sigh his soul to the night winds, or 
enraptured bard drink inspiration from the scene. As the 
moon shone in unclouded splendor, and the stars, her hand- 
maidens, twinkled with joy at standing sentinel over that fair 
and enchanting valley, and smiled upon it in all their brightness 
beams, a man, suddenly emerging from the thickest part of 
the wood, his arms folded across his bosom, and liis head bent 
downwards, with a slow and lingering step, gained the bank 
of the river, and standing in the moonlight, gazed upon its 
waters in silence and meditation. His dark and flashing eyes, 
brilliant as the stars that shone before him, the finely chiseled 
face, the broad and expansive forehead, and the decided tone 
and expression of his noble countenance showed that he was 
one prodigally endowed by nature, both physically and intel- 
.ectually, with her grandest and proudest attributes. His long, 
dark hair flowed in wavy masses down his shoulders, and the 
short crommeal on the upper lip, but yet in its incipiency 
gave a manlier character to the rather effeminate and boyish 
face, and in a marked degree, enhanced its beauty. He 
was dressed in the costume of the period, his saffron-colored 
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mantle flung negligently, but in graceful folds, around him ; an 
embroidered belt with golden clasps encompassed his waist, 
from which a long skein depended. He wore sandals, so light 
and elastic, that his footfall gave no echo even to the stilly 
moonlight; his frame was of powerful mould, tall, sinewy 
and muscular ; and though but twenty summers had passed 
over his head, Mahon, the young chief of Augher, was the 
strongest of arm and limb, and the fleetest of foot in his native 
Tirowen, and the most accomplished and successful competitor 
at the Taltain Gares of Tara. 

Communing with his thoughts, he stood for some moments 
on the sloping banks, gazing dreamily on the stream below ; 
then, as ii moved by some sudden impulse, he looked in the 
direction of the castle, whose high towers shone fair in the 
moonbeams. He could still hear the sounds of revelry ring- 
ing from the banquet hall, and the loud laugh of the warriors 
as they continued the carouse. With a disappointed look, he 
turned aside and slowly paced to and fro the open space 
between the trees that shaded the rivers bank. Suddenly the 
sweet notes of a harp fell upon his ear, and pausing to listen, 
the voice of Fergus was heard blending with his instrument, 
singing a song in praise of his chief, the Lord <5f Dalaradia. 
He had wedded the words to that sweetest of all old Irish airs, 
“ The Colun,” an air, that even at the period of which we write, 
was ancient ; its origin being lost in the twilight of antiquity. 


SONG. 

i 

44 To the chief of Emania of conquering name, 

We will sound the loud-harp to his glory and fame, 

And though feeble the hand that now sweeps o er the strings, 
'Tis of him and green Erinn he lovingly sings. ° 

1L 

While the rose of the valley blooms bright in the sun, 

While sea- ward the rivers exultingly run, 

While the mountains in grandeur soar high o’er the sea. 
Green Erinn shall ever pay homage to thee. 


Digitized by 


Google 



so 


nt» 

Proud lord of Emania, undimmed is thy fame, 

Dalaradia exults in thy pride and thy name, 

And long as the Sun-god o’er Erie shall shine, 

Praise, glory and honor and fame shall be thine.* 

As tlie song ceased, and the last prolonged note was yet 
vibrating on the air, a hand was gently laid on the shoulder 
of the youth ; and starting from the trance, in which the melody 
had, for the moment, enchained him, he turned suddenly round, 
and beheld before him the bright and beautiful form of Sv- 
billa, her eyes laughingly looking into his, and the rosy blusn- 
es playing and dancing on her love-lit, dimpled face. Clasp- 
ing the maiden in his arms, and lovingly kissing her cheek, he 
lea her to a rustic seat, under the shade of a spreading oak, 
overlooking the river ; and seating her beside him, gazed long 
and earnestly upon her glowing face. This was their first 
clandestine meeting; and tliough in itself it was harmless, for 
their souls were pure and innocent as the snow-drop on 
the flower, both felt embarrassed, in their joy at meeting, 
their hearts felt too full for utterance, and they remained silent. 
Svbilla, with down-cast eyes, gazed upon the river, the deep 
blushes mantling her bright face, and mingling with its snowy 
whiteness; while her lover holding her fair hand in his, toyed 

S gently with her raven tresses that fell in rich luxuriance to 
ler rounded waist. As is generally the case in such situations, 
the lady was the first to break the silence. Timidly, half-rais- 
ing her eyes to his, and in a voice that thrilled his very soul 
with the charm of its melody and music, she inquired if it 
was long since he left the banquet hall. 

“ No, he replied, “it seems not long to me now, but I did 
fancy the moments were laggard in their pace, and the moon 
crept slowly up the sky ere her beams lighted on Mileho’s 
tower. But then my thoughts were full of thee, and that is 
my sweetest solace when not in thy presence.” 

“ It looked, good Mahon, as if you had forgotten me, you 
seemed so absorbed in the strains of Fergus’ harp I” 

“ I was absorbed indeed, but had not forgotten thee ; 1 
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listened to Ids lrnrp, because its tones reminded me of thy 
sweet voice, my Sybilla.” 

44 Nay, Malion, you flatter as deftly as any of the lords 
themselves; and were I vain, and giddy of heart and head, 
thy praise might work me evil. As I have told thee : from 
my birth, my mother meant me for a vestal, and the Druid, 
Conra, taught me to disdain all praise and flattery of thy sex.” 

44 I did but speak the truth, Sybilla ; the untutored prompt- 
ings of a fond neart are hard to be concealed.” 

44 Then praise not so again; I’ll rest content to read your 
dearest thoughts ; I can trace them narrowed in your face, 
for Malion, ’tis a brave and noble one.” 

44, Tis you that flatter now, Sybilla, and what your heart 
would hide, your love unwittingly has ushered to your lips. 
But thank the gods for this sweet hour of love and bliss, that 
gives, to me, the brightest gem in all Emania, the sweetest 
Sower in Dalaradia I” 

Sybilla, blushing deeply at what she considered her unmaid- 
enly boldness, though sooth to say, it was but the innocent 
thought of her soul, hung her head in shame, and feared to 
look upon her lover’s face. But Mahon had seen the love 
glance that lighted up her countenance, as she uttered the last 
words, and read the inmost recesses of her pure and guileless 
heart. His own beat in a wild delirium of joy and ecstacy ; 
and as the impassioned words fell rapidly from his lips, drew 
her to his arms, and fondly clasped ner to his heart. Gently 
disengaging herself from his ardent embrace, she resumed her 
seat ; and, while her heart throbbed with a tumult of glowing 
love, flung back the truant tresses that wantonly wandered 
over her fair face. Taking her hand again in his, and encir- 
cling her waist with liis arm, they gazed into each other’s 
faces with all the fondness, truth and love, that burned with- 
in them, and which sprung from the great and absorbing 
passion that mastered their senses, and which they vainly en- 
deavored to control. 

As they thus sat, wrapped in their happiness and love, ob- 
livious of all the world beside, and dreaming those bright 
dreams that come but once into the heart, a peal of laughter 
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rang from the banquet, hall, breaking on the stillness of the 
night, and falling with discordant sound on the ears of the . 
lovers. 

“ What is astir to-night, Mahon,” inquired Sybilla, “ that 
my father’s followers remain so long over their wine?” 

“Not much indeed, Sybilla; it takes but little to give our 
young chieftains an excuse for a carouse.” 

“ But there must be something to cause my father to retire 
so early, and to tarry so long at the wine cup.” 

“ ’Tis scarce worth talking about, though your father did 
take it much to heart, and the young nobles helped to fan the 
flame of his fierce temper. Fergus, who but to-day returned 
from Leighlin, reports the advent of a foreigner in these parts, 
who teaches a strange creed, curses Bel ana all our gods, and 
preaches to the people a doctrine which if adopted by them, 
will overthrow the ancient faith of our island, and cause us to 
bend in homage to an unknown and hidden God, whom we 
cannot see.” 

“ Does he come with a large army and a multitude of ships, 
that my father should fear him ; and is lie marching on Daia- 
radia ? ” enquired Sybilla, becoming interested, for she, as we 
have seen, was a consistent and devout votary of Bel, the sun- 
god. 

Mahon laughed mockingly, as he answered : “No, he 
comes with but twelve poor followers, as weak and harmless as 
himself.” 

M And who is he?” 

“ One, at mention of whose name your father’s face turned 
pale, and in the presence of his chiefs and followers, trembled.” 

“ What ? my father tremble I he, the kinsman of the great 
Nial; whom he followed in all his wars and never blanched at 
danger or at death 1 Who can he be, thus favored by the gods, 
that pales the cheek of Milcho ? ” 

“ He is a Christian, and a former slave that herded swine 
for Milcho, on Sleive Mis; his name is Sicur.” 

“ Then may the gods look down in pity on us ; for our doom 
is sealed if this man is allowed to teach in Erie 1 ” exclaimed 
Sybilla, raising her hands on high, and looking upward to the 
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heavens. A death-like paleness overshadowed her face, her 
eyes suddenly lost their lustre, her pulse ceased to beat, and 
she would have fallen at his feet, had Mahon not caught her 
in his arms; she had swooned. 

Terrified at the sudden and unexpected change in his beloved, 
he remained irresolute for a moment or two, not knowing what 
to do under the eircumstances, and bewildered and helpless ; 
but as his senses returned, and the reality of his position burst 
upon him, he gently took her in his arms, and running down 
the steep bank of the river, bathed her temples with the cool 
water that flowed at his feet. She was soon restored to con- 
sciousness, and seeing Mahon bending over her, smiled upon 
him with gratitude and love. But his last words still rung in 
her ears ; and as memory returned, a pang shot through her 
heart, and a look of grief settled upon her face. 

“ Let us return to the castle ; ” she said wearily, “mv heart is 
heavy with woe, for this is a black, black night for Erie.” 

“ You speak in enigmas, dear Sybilla, and why this weak 
and puny Christian should cause you and your father so much 
fear is something I cannot comprehend.” 

“ You know not who he is, dear Mahon, or you too would 
fear him. But let us proceed, for I am faint and weak.” 

Leaning on his arm, he gently led her up the bank and 
seated her on the rustic chair where they had lately passed 
such a blissful hour, in the delights of love and the joyful com- 
mingling of souls. 

“Here rest for a while, my beloved he said, “it is not 
late, the lights are still burning in the castle, and while the 
breeze, which is now fanning the river, brings back the roses 
to your cheeks, tell to me the mystery that surrounds this 
Christian, this Sicur.” 

“ Know then, Mahon,” she replied, drawing a long sigh, and 
speaking in slow and measured tones, as if fearful of being 
overheard, “ know then, that this Sicur is he whom my father 
captured in Gaul, when he marched with Nial against the 
Romans, and of whom our Druids and Brehons foretold, that 
he would bring danger and evil to Erinn. Among a multi- 
tude of slaves who returned with the expedition, were two 


Digitized by LiOOQle 



30 


whom my father retained in his servi^a. One wns a female 
slave, a Roman matron, named Sybilla. Her husband and 
children had fallen in defense of the Gaulish town which they 
then inhabited, and she, herself , would have been sacrificed by 
the infuriated soldiers, were it not for the interposition of my 
father, who saved her life. She begged of him to take her to 
his country, and she would be happy to become his slave rather 
than remain in Gaul, and risk the rude familiarities of the in- 
vaders. He consented, and, though of a strange faith, and 
worshiping strange gods and uncouth idols, my mother took 
her to tier heart, and made her a companion, not a slave. She 
returned my mother’s love tenfold, and to requite that love 
my mother gave to me her name. This Sicur, whom I fear 
and my father hates, was one of those who were brought by 
Nial to Erinn. Sybilla knew him in his native town in Gaul*; 
he and his tribe were shunned, and his religion banned, for it 
was Christian. It was his lot to tend my father’s swine when 
he first came to Erie ; he was a slave, and the most timid hind 
that ever brushed the forest dew in Dalaradia, was blessed 
with a loftier and bolder heart. But he was obedient, silent 
and gifted with a wondrous facile tongue whenever he chose 
to use it. It was said he held communion with his gods at 
night upon the hills ; that strange fires were seen, and strange 
noises heard at late and unseemly hours. The Druids warned 
my father that his presence would bring a murrain on the cattle 
and a pestilence into the land, if not something worse, were he 
not destroyed or banished from the country. They prophesied 
a thousand dire events, and among them the overthrow of Bel 
and the subjugation of Erie by the stranger. 

44 Svbilla, before she died, consulted her gods, and the answer 
was the same. With her dying breath she warned my father 
to beware of the Christian, for the Christian’s success would 
be my father’s ruin; that Milcho’s name would fade away 
from sight, and his line no more be heard of in Dalaradia. I 
have heard the tale when on my mother’s knee, and though 
my father may be stern of nature, I know that in his heart lie 
dreads the coming of the Christian. Of late he has grown 
morose and dark to all but hi6 children, and holds frequent 
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interviews with Conra, the dark Druid ; and I, Mahon, though 
I trust in Bel, the god of our fathers, cannot help believing 
that some great calamity is about to fall upon our house. 

Mahon, m spite of himself, felt a superstitious dread steal 
over him as Sybilla, in almost prophetic tones, gave utterance 
to the thought. But rallying himself in a moment, and wish- 
ing to dispel the gloomy and foreboding prophesy from her 
mmd, he answered in a light and careless vein 2 

“The death-bed croakings of a female slave, Sybilla, and 
the selfish warnings of an ill-omened Druid, who fears perhaps 
the loss of his golden altar-vessels and the rich sanctuary m 
his grove, should not be thought of with fear, by the children 
of Emania. It was but a momentary weakness your father 
felt, caused by the long and rugged chase, and passed unper- 
ceived by many of the chiefs. He desired Fergus to harp the 
battle-hymn of Nial ; and his eye kindled and his face glowed 
with the fire and energy of youth, as the warlike and familiar 
strains burst upon his ears. Rising from his seat, he called 
upon his warriors to drink to Bel, and swear undying homage 
to their sun-god I” 

“ Ha !” exclaimed Sybilla, her enthusiasm getting the bettei 
of her fears ; “ my brave father’s spirit is not conquered yet, and 
will not while one true heart remains in Dalaradia. Y ou have 
relieved me of my fears, Mahon, and taken from me a load 
of grief. And you and all the warriors swore to be true to 
the gods and traditions of the people?” 

“ All,” answered the young chief, hesitating, and withdraw- 
ing his eyes from hers, which were now blazing with excite- 
ment, as she conjured up the banquet scene, “all but one, 
perhaps.” 

“ W ho was the recreant ? Name him, that I may blot him 
from my memory !” 

Again the youth hesitated. Too noble to be guilty of a 
subterfuge, and too brave to utter an untruth, he knew that 
liis answer would probably decide his fate; and that the proud 
heart which had only melted to his, and which Jie had but so 
recently conquered, might be lost to him forever. Rising 
before him and standjpg erect in the moonlight, her dark eyes 
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flashing upon him, she looked like the very genius of her 
country, in haughty pride and beauty, as she impatiently 
awaited his answer. Ilis lips moved but uttered no sound, 
and the rapid beatings of Ins heart could be distinctly heard 
by his companion. 

“ Speak, Mahon !” she impatiently exclaimed; “or does it 
blister your tongue to name the traitor’s name?” 

“ Sybilla,” he at length answered, the color which had died 
away from his face returning, “the chief who did not join im 
the noisy tumult of the throng, though young, has never 
stained his escutcheon, and needs not to swear his fealty to 
his god or country, for it is centred in his heart. And though 
he did not swear, he is no recreant or traitor, and stands 
before you, Mahon, Chief of Augliur !” 

The consternation that this admission caused in her heart, 
was plainly visible on her features. The flush forsook her 
cheek, and for a moment she believed that she had given her 
love to a traitor. Her pride was humbled, her self-esteem 
abashed. But when she looked upon the handsome and manly 
countenance, glowing with love and fervor before her, a min- 
gled feeling of doubt and certainty took possession of her 
mind ; and, as she hesitated, the struggle between love and 
pride raged furiously in her bosom. 

But love conquered. Controlling her emotion, and laying 
her hand gently on his shoulder, she asked in a kind and sub- 
dued voice: 

“ Mahon, tell me why was this.” 

“ It was, Sybilla, because my heart was not in the banquet 
hall ; it followed my thoughts, and, in fancy, was present 
with you. I heard but the tinklings of Fergus’ harp, and 
when it ceased, forgot all else save my dreamy thoughts. I 
awoke from my reverie, stirred by the clanging of their 
dagger hilts, as the chiefs poured forth their vows to BeL 
Realizing my forgetfulness, and shamed at my rude conduct 
before the kmg ,1 &tole unperceived from the hall, and sought 
the shelter o£ tius friendly grove to cool my heated brow, and 
wait for thee, my beloved.” 

“O, Mahon! ’ cried the generous and impulsive girl, her 
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eyes brimming with tears, and a sweet look of love and hope 
beaming on her face ; 44 O, Mahon ! can you forgive me for 
doubting you? I have erred, but be not angry with your 
Sybilla. 

“I am not angry, my dear love; but O, Sybilla! never 
doubt me again, it would pain my heart to think that you 
harbored one doubt of your Mahon’s constancy.” 

44 1 shall never doubt again, but trusting in thy noble heart, 
believe and love.” 

She flew to the arms wldch opened to receive her, and with 
panting and tlirobbing bosom hid her face on his breast. 

Suddenly a rustling among the boughs was heard, a dark 
shadow fell upon them, and a gloomy and sepulcliral voice, in 
stern and decided accents exclaimed : 

44 Trust him not, Sybilla; he is a traitor to his country and 
the gods of his fathers, and is a serpent in the house of Milclio. 
Shun liim as you would a demon, for he is in league with the 
Christian, who comes to destroy our faith and desecrate our 
sacred groves. When your father and the warriors of Dala- 
radia, swore to-night to protect our holy shrines, and pledged 
their lives to the sun-god, this fledgling of Tirowen shrank 
from the vow and hid his head among the leaves of the Braid. 
Sybilla, remember you are fated to be a vestal of Bel. The 
gods have given warning of the approach of the Christian 
dog, and they who aid or abet him or his followers, on them 
shall vengeance and retribution descend. Spurn this viper 
from your path; remain true to your gods; or on you and your 
house sorrow and affliction shall fall. It is a priest of Bel, a 
servant of your god, that warns you thus of danger. Fly to 
your fathers house, and in your prayers remember Conra 
and his love and zeal for you and yours.” 

The terrified maiden gazed upon the dark and forbidding 
face of the Druid, whose long beard hung in tliick and grisly 
masses to his knees; and as he spoke, she felt her heart sink 
within her, and a spasm of pain scorch its very core. The 
awful charge of being a traitor, and a confederate of the 
Christians, if not a Christian in reality, which he hurled 
against her lover, and the fearful denunciation which he ful- 
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minated agaii st those wlio abetted or protected them, filled 
her soul with horror; the doubts which she, but a tew mo- 
ments before, entertained of Mahon's perfidy now returned 
with redoubled force ; and spuming him from her with a wild 
and fierce energy, she uttered a scream and ran, like a fright- 
ened deer, to her father’s castle. 

Mahon, astonished and bewildered at the sudden change of 
events, could scarcely believe his senses. The 6udden appear- 
ance of the Druid, breaking so unexpectedly on his happiness, 
and annulling it in the very strength and vigor of its bloom; 
the changeful and precarious moods of Sybilla, so strikingly 
illustrated within the last hour ; and the fearful charges and 
forebodings of the Druid; all these combined, served to fill 
his mind with a gloomy feeling bordering on frenzy, and 
rendered him, for the moment, incapable of action. His first 
impulse was to follow Sybilla, when he became conscious of 
her absence; but as he looked in the direction of her flight, she 
had disappeared. His next was to confront the Druid, and, 
if need be, grapple him bv the throat uutil he had disclaimed 
the foul ana loathsome falsehoods he had uttered. But as he 
turned to the spot where Conra had but a moment before 
stood, he found to his utter chagrin and disappointment that 
he, too, had disappeared. Laden with sorrow, and a hundred 
fearful forebodings tugging at his heart, the young Chieftain 
of Augher pursued mis way, slowly and with leaden step, 
toward the castle. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE DRUID’S WARNING. 

King Dathi assembled his Druids and Sages, 

And thus he spake them:— “Druids and Sage% 

What of Kin" Dathi ? 

What is revealed in Destiny’s pages, 

Of him or his ? Hath he 
Aught for the future to dread or to dree f 
Good to rejoice in, or Evil to flee ? 

— Mangan. 

Mildio, after leaving the banquet liall, paced up and down 
the floor of his apartment with quick and hurried step and a 
mind ill at ease. A frown was on his brow, and ever and 
anon he gave vent to his thoughts in words, uttered with fierce 
and rapid energy. Stem and bold as he was by nature, un- 
knowing human fear, and reckless in field or foray of liis life, 
despite his utmost efforts he could not shake from his heart 
the fear and foreboding which the name of his former slave 
aroused. All the evils foretold by the Druids, should he 
return to Erie, flashed on the chieftain’s mind and filled his 
fierce heart with a wild and indescribable alarm. The re- 
# membrance of a dream which he had when Sicur was his 
slave returned with startling vividness now, and he shuddered 
as it rose before him. He had dreamed he 6aw his swine- 
herd come into the castle, and flames of fire appeared to issue 
from his head. Milcho thought that the flame broke upon him 
to bum him, but he drove it from him and it did him no harm. 
His sons and daughters were with him, and it seemed as if it 
consumed them entirely, and their ashes were scattered all 
over Erinn. He called Sicur at once and told him of his 
vision, which the slave boldly interpreted to liim : 

“ The fire which thou sawest on me is the faith of the 
Trinity which bums within me; and it is this faith which I 
shall hereafter preach unto thee, but thou wilt not believe. 
Thy sons and thy daughters they will believe, and the fire of 
grace shall consume them.” 
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It seemed as if these words were branded in burning char- 
acters upon his heart ; he tried to forget them, but they would 
not down. Angrily stamping his foot, he cursed the hour 
that first put him in possession of the slave; and upbraided 
himself for not having transfixed him with a spear for giving 
them utterance. 

“ Why is it,” said he aloud, “ that I, who have never quailed 
before the stoutest Roman or Scandinavian that ever bore 
spear or shield, whose arm lias ever been with the mightiest 
in battle, and whose vote ever first in the councils of King 
Nial, and at whose call a thousand brands would flash in the 
valleys of Dalaradia, tremble at mention of this slave, tliis 
6wine-herd, this Sicur ? There is a feeling in my breast 
which all the wine of Iberia cannot drown ; a gloomy and 
despondent thought in my soul which overshadows it with its 
intensity and freezes within the life-currents of my heart. It 
is ever present, in my lonely hours, in the chase, or in the 
banquet hall; and in my dreams the form of this Christian 
slave looms up before me to mock me with his presence. I 
fear there is a shadow hanging over my house which bodes 

f reat evil to mine and me. The gods are angry, and it may 
e the thunders of their wrath will fall on Dalaradia. Have 
our vestals forgotten their vows, or have our holy priests been 
false to Bel and profaned his sacred groves ? But were it so, 
on them would fall the vengeance of the gods, and not on mef 
for they are just, even in their anger. Conra has foretold 
strange tilings would come to pass, if he, the Christian, should 
again revisit Erie. The thought was never absent from my 
mind since first he uttered it. And now thathe has returned, I 
feel the darkening shadow on my head with ten-fold force and 
vigor. It robs me of repose; and, sharper than the maddened 
she-wolf’s fangs, excoriates my breast. The raven croaks his 
hated name by night, and every hour of waking life is haunt- 
ed by it. I am encompassed by his spells, and fear he comes 
to work the ruin of my house ; and that my halls, where noW 
the sounds of mirth and minstrelsy are heard, shall soon be 
desolate, and wake no echo but the wail of the wind, or the 
ill-omened scream of the Banshee.” 
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Striking liis forehead with his hand, and pausing abruptly 
in his walk, he remained motionless as a statue for a while, 
with his eyes cast on the floor. Fergus, whose apartment was 
in close proximity to the king’s, now touched the harp, and its 
strains fell distinctly on his ears. It was a wail or song of 
sorrow for the dead, whose piercing tones fell upon the heart 
of Milclio, with sorrowful emphasis, and sounded to him 
like his own funeral dirge. Brusliing the cold moisture from 
liis brow, he flung himself on his couch, and, feverish and ex- 
cited, hoped to drown his troubled thoughts in sleep. But 
Sicur “had murdered sleep.” Restless and uneasy, he lay 
through the weary hours of the night, waiting and watching 
for the first glimpse of dawn. And when the morning sun 
shone at last on tne mountain tops, and beamed upon the 
pleasant valley and waters of the Braid, it found him still 
sleepless, feverish, wearied and nnrefreshed. 

Descending from the tower, and summoning one of the 
sentinels, who kept watch and ward upon the walls, he ordered 
his horse. A splendid and high-mettled charger was led be- 
fore liim, and vaulting on his back, he plunged the spur into 
his flanks and rode oft at a headlong gallop to the forest. 

It was noon when he returned. Sybilla met him at the gate, 
and marked with sorrow the changed look and care-worn 
countenance of her father. lie saluted her in his usual affec- 
tionate manner, yet did not pause, as was his wont, but hastily 
directed liis steps toward his apartment. Two slaves waited 
on his call, bearing refreshments, of which he sparingly par- 
took ; and having dismissed them, rose from the table ; and in 
the same restless and impatient manner, as on the previous 
evening, commenced pacing up and down the floor. Two 
hours passed away, and wearied with the long and rugged ride 
of the morning, and the sleepless vigil of the night, he felt his 
eyes grow heavy, and, seeking his couch, found at last a solace 
from his thoughts in sleep. 

The night was windy and dark. A thick roof of cloud hung 
angrily and menacingly over the water of the Braid. The 
lights were out in the castle, and silence reigned witliin its 
walls. As the gloom of night thickened, ana the wind in- 
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creased, whistling drearily through the woods, a dark, muffled 
figure, slowly and cautiously descended from the Eastern tower, 
and with noiseless step, entered the court, and quickly gliding 
through the gloom, passed the sentinel at the gate unchallenged, 
and stepped into the darkness. Pursuing his way along the river 
bank with familiar and easy tread, the castle was soon left far 
behind; and the noise of a brawling torrent fell on the ear of 
the wanderer, as he journeyed on. The impenetrable darkness of 
the gloomy woods, grown denser and more entangled as he ad- 
vanced, was occasionally lighted by quick and vivid flashes of 
lightning ; and as they played momentarily, and in fantastic 
circles around him, flashed to his view a wild and weird scene, 
which, at such an hour, might well strike terror to the stoutest 
heart. As flash succeeded flash, and the rumbling thunder 
echoed and rolled from cliff to cliff, drowning the noisy roar 
of the torrent and the winds, he could distinctly see before him, 
as the angry fluid played around its summit, a huge and lofty 
mass, the upper portion of which, to an immense height, pre- 
sented nothing but irregular masses of naked stone, formed 
into monstrous precipices, or scooped out into frightful chasms. 
Some coarse heather adorned its ragged side, in bold contrast 
with its barren top ; while, with a roar, which for a moment, 
made him shudder and draw back in alarm, a torrent gushed 
from the acclivities above, and, falling from a fearful height, 
over a ledge of broken rocks, that looked as if it had been 
rudely torn into every imaginable shape, by some awful con- 
vulsion of nature, suddenly burst into a foaming basin below, 
from whence, after fretting and chafing on the pebbly shore, 
it found an outlet into a serene lake, margined with trees of 
vivid green. Huge oaks, that had endured the storms of cen- 
turies, gnarled, moss-grown and gray, but still vigorous in 
strength and beauty, rose majestically over its waters, proudly 
raising their giant forms to the clouds, as if in defiance of the 
elements. 

Drawing the folds of his cloak closer around him, and fol- 
lowing a path which suddenly diverged toward the East, and 
which was plainly indicated to him, by a fierce flash, he pro- 
ceeded in the direction winch it led. He had reached a dark 
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and massive grove, whose velvety carpet of verdure yielded to 
Ids tread, and gave no sound to liis footfall ; when, suddenly, 
the storm became hushed and still; the lightning ceased to 
play ; the thunder died away in the distance ; and, unable 
longer to track the path, he stood, irresolute and appalled; lost 
in the inky darkness with the roar of the torrent m his ears. 
A gloomy dread crept over him, and superstitious fears rose 
in his heart. He thought he could distinguish ghastly and 
unearthly voices, mingled with the sound of tlie waterfall; and 
once he was startled by the piercing cry of the Banshee. By 
a violent effort of will, he tore himself away from the spot, to 
which he had seemed rooted, and endeavored to grope his way 
among the trees, that thickly studded the grove. But it was 
in vain; cold drops of perspiration stood upon his brow; and 
believing that he was surrounded and entangled by the spell of 
some evil spirit, lie leant against a tree, agitatea and lo6t in 
doubt and perplexity. 

As he thus stood, a light burst on the darkness, revealing to 
him the path which he had been vainly endeavoring to pursue. 
A torch held by some one whom he could not see, and whose 
form, probably, was lost among the intricate mazes of the 
trees, seemed by its motions to invite him to follow; and 
eagerly starting after it, he muttered as he went: — 

44 Thrice fortunate is the hour that sends me such a boon. 
For this, thy altars,* Heus f shall smoke with many a sacrifice 1” 

The midnight 6tar was setting over the grove, as following 
the friendly fight, he reached the termination of thepath, and 
stood before the collossal gateway of a temple. For a mo- 
ment the torch flashed upon its towers and pillars, and then 
disappeared within its recesses. Drawing from liis cloak a 
small trumpet, he blew a shrill blast to announce his presence. 
Before its echoes had died away, the huge gates swung on their 
hinges ; and by the dim light he discovered the figure of the 
grim porter, his face hidden in a dark robe, who, in a gloomy* 
toned, sepulchral voice, demanded : 44 What man art thou who 
scekest admission into our sacred groves ? ” 

• ileus, the Jupiter ol tlie Celts. 
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“I am Milcho, the king of Dalaradia.” 

“ What doa* thou seek I” 

“I wish to consult the wise and holy Druids of the land, to 
whom all mysteries are known.” 

“Enter.” 

The light disappeared ; Milcho felt a hand, cold as death, 
seize his own ; and, submitting to the direction of his invisi- 
ble guide, he advanced along an avenue of oak trees, whose 
roof of branches was so dense as to exclude even the twinkle 
of a star, into the impenetrable depths of the woods. ~ Utter 
darkness reigned around: his companion remained silent, as 
they slowly proceeded. An hour seemed to have elapsed, when 
suddenly, Milcho felt the hand which held liim, loose its grasp; 
and a voice as from the dark air overhead, exclaimed : — 

“Advance I” 

As the accents died away, a faint and spectral light began 
to glimmer fitfully through the giant trunks and branches of 
the trees ; and he found himself advancing alone, between two 
rows of huge, upright rocks, which formed an avenue, skirted 
on either side, and domed over by the boles and gnarled boughs 
of the dark immemorial oaks of the grove. Then, as the light, 
sometimes radiating from above, sometimes flashing in fitful 
glares from the silent depths of the woodland, struck across his 
path, he perceived now some hideous shape swinging from the 
trees anear ; now some awful face, taking form for an instant 
on the back ground of gloom, and then disappearing in the 
darkness; and heard, far away, mysterious voices, cries of tor- 
ture, ululations of grief, accents, stern and deep-toned, as 
those of judgment, mingling with wild cries of enthusiasm, the 
clash of cymbals, and sound of feet careering in dances, whose 
fury seemed to quicken and intensify, as if in some insane rite, 
whose ministers, abandoned to inspiration, sought exhaustion 
or death. 

Surrounded by such gloomy sights and sounds, the warrior 
king advanced, not undisturbed by supernatural terrors, until 
he at length arrived at the inner gate of the temple, in the 
heart of the forest, convenient to which a huge circle of eol- 
lossal stones appeared ; in the centre were vast altars, oh one of 
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winch a sacrificial fire was burning, which shed its 6ombre illu- 
minations around the dark, mournful, silent circuit of the 
wood. Here the wliite-robed Druid, Conra, solemn-faced and 
snowy-bearded, confronted him. 

Milcho was about to speak, when the Druid said : — 

“Hail, Milcho of Dalaradia ! Well art thou known to us, 
mighty warrior, in whose track the wolves have often followed, 
ana whom the ravens knew afar, when, with Nial, you visited 
the plains of Gaul. Thou hast come to the sacred retreat of 
the wise men, to attain a knowledge of your destiny, and of 
him you fear, — Sicur the Christian. 

“ Thou hast spoken truly, Druid,” replied the king. 

“Await thou here, and when yonder star has sunk behind 
the woods, thou slialt learn from me the mysterious secret,” 
returned the Druid, pointing to a bright star, which was slowly 
descending through dark clouds, toward the distant line of the 
forest. 

In the interval which elapsed, the king, who remained alone, 
leaning against the gigantic portal of the temple, looking 
sometimes to its interior, and again toward the gloomy open- 
ings of the wood, was conscious of a series of scenes, a series 
of sights, wild, strange and awful. 

By the glare of the great sacrificial fire, which rose from the 
central altar of the vast and uncouth structure, he first per- 
ceived a figure, naked and bound, hurried by a number of 
dark-robed forms, to a wooden cross ; and presently saw it ele- 
vated and nailed thereto. Piercing shrieks rang through the 
woods the while, and still louder, when the ministering figures 
transfixed the doomed man with arrows and lances. Then it 
was, that while he was convulsed with the death agony, the 
chief Druid advanced, and appeared to take a divination from 
the convulsed countenance of the human victim, whose cries 
were, meanwhile, drowned by a company of black, naked 
figures who, with wild eyes and streaming hair, danced round 
tlie neighboring altar fire in mad tumult ; singing songs of in- 
cantation and death, and wildly clashing brazen cymbals over 
their heads. 

At length a sound like thunder annoimced the termination 
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of the dread rite ; something like a black screen or mass of 
rolling cloud suddenly hid the altar fire, and surrounding scene 
from his eyes ; darkness filled the temple ; but looking beyond 
it he perceived the star had set, and again Conra, the Druid 
6tood beside him. 

“ What say the Gods, oh Druid ? ” inquired Milelio ; “ Shall 
this Christian work me evil, and shall his spells render my 
days brief in the land ? ” 

“ Oh, Milcho, king of Dalaradia,” exclaimed the Druid, “ the 
Gods are angry with thee. Thou hast broken thy vow to Bel, 
and given not thy daughter, Sybilla, as a vestal to the God. 
To punish thee for thy perfidy, he has decreed that the Chris- 
tian shall undo thee, and bring calamities upon thy house, if 
thou dost not repent and do his will. Even now the spell is 
working, and she, who should be the bride of the Gods, is af- 
fianced to one, who is, or will soon be, a Christian — Mahon, 
the chief, who refused the oath to Bel, last night in the ban- 
quet hall. The Christian is wending his steps hither, and will 
soon confront thee. If thou permittest Mahon to live, and 
bringest not thy daughter to our sacred groves, before the 
sickle reaps the corn, that is now ripening above the ground, 
thy spirit shall have passed from the earth, to the eternal 
world, where the God Ileus reigns, and receives the souls of 
warriors.” 

As he spoke a great wave of air passed, liked a mournful 
6igli, over the lonely valley ; and Milcho, who had vowed in 
his heart to follow the counselings of the Druid, and avert the 
anger of the Gods, by sacrificing Mahon, and delivering Sy- 
billa to the Druids on the morrow, departed, guided by the 
faint beam of dawn, which already began to flush the thick 
clouds eastward. 

But when he reached the castle, the young cliief of Aughur 
had disappeared! 
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CHAPTER V. 

BYBILLA’s MIDNIGHT CONFERENCE WITH HER FOSTER SISTER. 


Love’s sunshine and griefs shadows cams 
And passed from heart to heart. 

—a 


1 saw my lady weep, 

And sorrow proud to be advanced so 
In those fair eyes, where all perfections keep. 

Her face was full of woe ; 

But such a woe, believe me, as wins more hearts. 

Than mirth can do with her enticing parts. 

— Rowland’s Book of Songs (1600) 

When Sybilla fled from Mahon and the face of the angry 
Druid, frightened and panting she reached the gate of the 
castle, and eagerly demanded admittance. The sentry, recog- 
nizing her voice, immediately undid the fastenings, and saluted 
her as she entered. It was known all over Dalaradia that 
Milcho’s daughter was destined to become a vestal; and on 
this account, apart from the homage and respect due her royal 
blood, she was looked upon with reverence, as one who would 
soon be the bride of Bel, and rank next to the Druids. She 
had therefore free ingress and egress to and from the castle at 
all times, unchallenged and unquestioned; believing that, being 
under the special protection of the gods, no harm could befall 
her, and she might roam at will when and where she pleased. 
Therefore, it was no matter of surprise to the soldier on guard 
to sec her astir at so late an hour. She was much given of 
late, to wandering alone by the banks of the river lwg after 
the twilight had fallen, sometimes with Una, but oftener alone; 
and if she did seem perturbed in mind on this night, the sentry, 
if he did at all perceive it, probably attributed it to some more 
than human feeling preternaturally imparted to her by the 
gods. 
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Placing her liand on her heart to still its tumultuous beat- 
ings, she paused as she gained the court, and looking toward 
her apartments beheld a light still burning. She knew it was 
left there by the faithful Una awaiting her return; and she 
blushed to tliink what fancies would flit through the heart of 
her friend, while wondering at her long absence. She soon 
felt calmer, however, knowing that she was safe from the 
pursuit of Mahon when she had gained the castle ; and smooth- 
ing back the long ringlets, wliich had become entangled around 
her face in her hasty flight, she slowly and noiselessly stole to 
her chamber. The door was ajar, and seated before a small 
lamp which burned on the table, she observed Una, her face 
flushed and her bosom heaving tremulously. A gentle knock 
announced her presence, but caused the fair girl to start in 
alarm from her seat, and gaze with wondering eyes around 
her. Softly whispering her name, she approached, and Una 
rushed into her arms. For a moment they remained thus. 
Neither spoke, and each could hear the beating of the other's 
heart. Sybilla, gently disengaging herself from her loving 
embrace, fastened the chamber door and sat down beside her 
foster-sister. She was about to open her heart to her friend, 
and, though shame was eating at its core, and it was now again 
beating rapidly with excitement, conflde to her the cause of 
her absence, and all that had passed between her and Mahon ; 
for she doubted not that Una had kept a lonely vigil anxiously 
awaiting and praying for her return. 

But before she could speak, Una, taking her hand in hers 
and looking timidly in her face, while her voice trembled and 
her cheeks suffused with blushes, said : 

“ Dear Sybilla, can you forgive me for my perfidy to you?” 

Sybilla, lost in conjecture at the purport of the question, 
and embarrassed at the strange and unexpected manner of 
Una, knew not what to say, and for a moment did not answer. 
Her foster-sister, misinterpreting her silence, dropped the 
hand she held, and while the glow on her cheek faded to 
marble paleness, again repeated the question, and in a voice 
that went to the very heart of her friend. 

“ Sybilla, will you not forgive me ? It is my first fault l” 
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“ What have I to forgive, dear Una?” she at length said, 
subduing her astonishment and passing her arm around the 
young girl’s neck. “ I know not what yon mean.” 

“Oh, Sybilla ! I never deceived you before; and now, when 
1 read forgiveness in your look, I will tell you all. I know 
you have been troubled about my absence, and that you have 
been in search of me until now. But the time passed away so 
happily that I heeded not the lapse of time, and hearing the 
honeyed words of him whom my soul cleaves to, did not deem 
it late until all the lights in the castle were extinguished, 
and the moon was waning far in the west. Even then liis 
fond solicitations bound me to his side, and, happy in his 

? >resence, my heart beat with a wild revel of joy and gladness, 
orgetful of all else in the world beside ; even of you, Sybilla, 
who were suffering an agony of suspense at my unmaidenly 
absence.” 

“ But of whom do you speak, Una? I am lost in a wilder- 
ness of doubt and anxiety.” 

“Oh, Sybilla, do you not know? Can you not guess t 
Your brother.” 

“Congal!” 

“ Yes. Congal,” whispered Una in her ear, her heart flut- 
tering with emotion, ana hiding her face on Sybilla’s breast 
to conceal her blushes. 

“ And does he love you, Una ? Has he plighted to you liis 
vows ? ” 


“ He loves me, Sybilla ; and has given this to me as a 
pledge of his love;” and taking from her bosom a golden 
brooch, studded with gems, held it to her view. 


“And, Una, do you return his love as pure and faitliful as 
he gives his to you ? ” 

“I do, Sybilla, with a heart as warm and true as ever vestal 
worshipped Bel.” 

“ Then may you be happy in his love, and may the gods 
shower down their choicest blessings on you, sister. You are 
worthy of a brave man’s heart, and Congal’s is the brightest 
pearl in Dalaradia.” 

“I scarce can realizo my happiness, Sybilla ; and were it 
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not for keeping the secret so long hidden from yon, not a 
shadow would cross my heart. To-night, missing you from 
the castle, I went in search of you; and thinking you had 
gone to the cairn beside the pillar tower, where we had often 
sat at nightfall, I hastened thither, but could not find you. 
Then fancying that you were loitering on the river’s bank, I 
turned to seek you there, and in the little grove that intervenes 
1 met with Congal. You know the rest; and now, Sybilla, 
my more than sister, kiss me, to seal your forgiveness for the 
fear and trouble I have cost you.” 

Sybilla imprinted a warm kiss on her ripe lips, and Una’s 
eyes sparkled with love and happiness. 

A deep sigh involuntarily stole from the breast of Sybilla 
as she gazed on her beautiful face. 

“You did not cause me any fear, Una; and since you have 
opened your heart to me, I will be as confiding, and tell you 
that I also have been absent since twilight, and that this 
night has been the happiest and most miserable of my life;” 
shading her face with lier hands as she spoke, to hide from her 
thoughts the terrible scene with the Druid, which her fancy 
conjured up. 

Una gazed in speechless astonishment. Lost in her own 
happiness, she could not imagine that others could be unhappy, 
and only turned to look at her companion, as she bitterly pro- 
nounced the last words. By a violent effort controlling her 
emotion, and brushing her tears aside, Sybilla again addressed 
her: 

“ I do not blame you for the secret of your love for Congal, 
for I, too, must pleaa guilty to the same charge. But oh ! would 
that he were as worthy oi a maiden’s love as my brother, or 
that his heart were as pure and true as it is hollow, false, and 
treacherous. I loved him, Una, with all a woman’s trusting 
love, and gave to him my heart, and he repaid me back with 
soulless perfidy.” 

“Who?” cried Una, leaping to her feet, forgetful of all 
her hopes and happiness while gazing on the agonized face of 
her friend. 
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u Mahon, the Prince of Augliur,” replied Sybilla, with slow 
and emphatic utterance. 

Una stared doubtingly and with an embarrassed look on 
her face. She knew that M ilion was the bosom friend of 
Congal, and the best-beloved of all the young chieftains at 
his Father’s court. 

“ It is true, Una,” continued Sybilla, reading the thoughts 
expressed in her varying countenance. “ It is true. I, who 
was ordained to be a vestal and a daughter of the gods, forgetful 
of my father’s promise to the Druids, and my own ; burning 
with a love I never felt before, gave my heart to-night to one 
who is a — Christian 1” 

Una started in horror at the name, and involuntarily drew 
back as Sybilla pronounced the hated word. The latter per- 
ceived it with pain, for she felt sure of the sympathy and fove 
of Una, and, while the action shot a pang through her heart, 
continued 2 

“ Blame me not, dear Una, until you have heard me. I 
was deceived, and did not know that such a* brave and manly 
form could hide a perjured heart. He was the boldest in the 
chase, the wisest in council, the bravest in the field, and the 

f ayest in banquet hall or bower. His praise was sung by 
ard and minstrel, and a hundred maidens sighed for his love. 
But he said he loved but me alone. I listened to his sighs, 
and while the tempter’s spell was on me, gave ear to his self- 
pleadings. We met on the river’s bank to-night, and in burn- 
ing words he reiterated his vows to me. My soul was entranced 
by the delicious melody of his voice, and my heart made cap- 
tive. I confessed my love as he held me to his breast, and liis 
warm kisses rained upon my brow. It was a blissful moment, 
but too bright to last. It was a dream; and while his vows 
of love and truth still lingered on his lips, the vision fled, and 
I awoke to the stern reality that he was a perjured traitor. 
Oh, Una, Una ! The misery of this night can never be effaced 
from my poor heart.” 

She staggered to a chair, for both had been standing for 
the last few minutes; and burying her face in the folds of hef 
robe, sobbed as if her heart would break. 
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The compassionate and loving nature of TJna was touched, 
and, flinging her arms around Sybilla’s neck, she raised her 
head from the table, and kissed and soothed her with all the 
love and fondness of a sister. After giving vent to her pas- 
sionate grief, the tears seemed to relieve her, and she repeated 
in detail the meeting with her lover, the appearance of Conra, 
Hie Arch-Druid, and his bitter denunciation of Mahon. Una 
listened, spell-bound and confounded at the fearful perjury of 
the young chieftain; but, with all a woman’s instinct and tact, 
sought to glean some hope for her friend by casting doubt on 
the words of the Druid. Sybilla, in her surprise and perturba- 
tion, might not have caught the exact words of Conra; or, 
perhaps, it might not have teen the Druid at all, but some 
rival, some enemy of Mahon’s, disguised for the purpose of 
thwarting their love and annulling their happiness. But 
Sybilla was convinced that it was none other than the Arcli- 
Druid himself. She had seen him a hundred times offer 
sacrifice in the sacred groves, and all her doubts regarding 
her lover’s perjury were confirmed, by his suspicious conduct 
in shrinking from the oath in the banquet halt. 

“No, no, Una, I cannot hope,” she mournfully replied, as 
the fond girl, in her own gentle manner, endeavored to con- 
sole her. “There is no hope for me. The judgment of the 
gods has fallen upon me, for I have been false to them in 
thought. I shall retire from the world, and in the groves of 
the vestals dedicate my heart to Bel, and at his altars forget 
my great shame and sorrow. To-morrow, I shall seek my 
father, and remind him of his promise to the gods and Conra. 
This time I shall not fail; and 2 a life of penitence and prayer 
can avert from our house the anger prophesied by the holy « 
Druid, it shall be mine. My unholy love caused me to err ; j 
but now the scales have dropped from my eyes, and I see the 

[ >ath clear before me. You will be happy, Una, in my brother’s 
ove, for he is noble, true, and generous ; I shnll see you often 
in the groves when the Bealtinne fires are lit and the sacrifice 
burns on the altar. My prayers shall be offered for your 
welfare ; and oh ! may they ascend to Bel, and be the cause of 
untold happiness to thee and thine. "When the first beams of 
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the sun-god kiss Slievc Mis, thy nnme will be on mj lips at 
the altar; and when his last ray lingers on our holy groves, a 
supplication for thy house shall be wafted to Ids throne.” * 
“Oh, Sybilla, Sybilla!” exclaimed Una, throwing herself 
into her anus, while the blinding tears almost choked her 
utlerance, “why will you leave me? — I, who have been your 
sister and friend since childhood, nursed on the same knee 
and fondledat the same breast ; who have ever loved you with 
the fondest love, and never until to-night lived one hour out 
of your presence. The gods may not be angry, but the Druids, 
who fear to lose the daughter of a prii cely house, and she 
the purest and brightest m Emania. That scowling Conra 
prophesies nought but evil, if from the king he gets not gold 
aud jewels for his altars. Half the spoils your father brought 
from Gaul are his, and decorate his slirines; and now lie 
wants the brightest gem in his possession. He cannot force 
an unwilling bride; and even if he could, your father lias 
strength and power to oppose him, as King JNial did.” 


“ Oh ! speak not thus, Una, of the holy priests of Bel, or 
else some deadly evil will befall you. My lather w’ishes me, 
I know, to take the vows, and I am ready. Even did lie 
oppose Conra, he would fear the fate of Nial, who was over* 
taken by the vengeance of the gods in Gaul, and fell in the 
noonday of his pride and power. Una, it is my destiny ; I 
feel it in my heart to-night, and all your love or remonstrance 
cannot change my purpose. 1 shall see my father to-morrowr, 
and tell him I am ready.” i 


“Well, then, Sybilla,” exclaimed Una with passionate! 
energy, and rising to her feet, “I also am ready. There wilr 
!>♦' two for the sacrifice ; for where you go, I go l” 

“Una, your love for me plays strange antics with yodr 
heart. Would you, after gaining my brother’s love and 
pledging to him your vow t s, scatter these vows to the winds, 
and render him miserable for life i ” j 

“I loved you, Sybilla, before 1 loved him.” f 

“ Granted, sweet Una ; but remember you were not dedi- 
cated lor a vestal 6ince your birth. Mv father is your gimrd- 
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inn ; and even did he consent to your desire, Conra might not 
approve of your entering the holy sisterhood.” 

The thought dampened her ardor and chilled her enthusiasm, 
when she br» uglit to mind the many occasions when straying 
near the groves, she had been seen by Conra romping among 
the trees and chasing butterflies w’ith child-like laughter ana 
delight, while the more pensive Sybilla sat gazing on the 
river, or qnittly rested under the shade of a sacred oak. 

“I fear your conjecture is true,Sybiila,” she answered, after 
a moment's reflection ; “ and I know not what to think or do. 
It does seem as if the gods were angered with us, and put the 
cup of happiness to our lips only to dash it and our hopes to 
pieces. The evening brought us love and happiness, but the 
midnight found us sorrow.” 

“ Not for you, I hope, dear Una ; vour destiny leads von 
to a path where you will find love and happiness ; and surely 
I, too, will find repose in being the bride of Bel.” 

“ I feel weary, Sybilla ; and though I cannot sleep, I feel 
eager to press my couch, and care not if I never dream of 
happiness again.” 

“Give not way to your grief, my sister; it will he but 
momentary, and in another's smile you will forget it, or at 
least deaden it of its sting. But do not tell my brother of 
my unholy love ; for it would shame me to look upon his face 
again.” 

“ I shall guard my tongue, Sybilla, so that even the subtlest 
promptings of your brother’s love shall not drag it from me.” 

“Thanks, Una, for your promise; and now one prayer to 
Bel, and then good night.” 

They knelt lacing the east, and poured out their hearts in 
pn yer to their sun-god, Una praying for a surcease of sorrow, 
and Sybilla again vowing her life at his shrine. Little did 
they deem, as they retired to rest, that the cross of the 
Christian would soon slatter the idols of their god, and 
Christianity sit enthroned amid the ruins of their paganism 1 
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•tbilla’e wbath and mahon’s grief. 

44 Though my many faults defaced me, 

Coula no other arm be found, 

Than the one which once embraced me, 

To inflict a cureless wound ?” 

Byron. 

Mahon, i.fter the sudden and abrupt flight of Sybilla, 
walked with slow and measured tread towards the castle. His 
heart was ill at ease, for a dark weight of pain and anguish 
was concentrated around it. The bright and dazzling nope 
of Sybilla’s love, which, but a few moments before, haa dawn- 
ed upon him in all its reality and beauty, and filled him with 
so delicious a rapture, that he envied not the glory of the 
gods, had been so rudely snatched from him, that his mind 
was tossed in a sea of trouble, doubt and uncertainty ; and he 
seemed bewildered and dazed by the sudden change in his 
prospects. The tranquil and serene beauty of the night ac- 
corded ill with his troubled bosom 1 The more he pondered 
on the unexpected event, which had so suddenly marred his 
happiness, and crushed his hopes, the more despondent he be- 
came; and, cursing the untimely interference of the Druid, 
and his own lack of energy in not confronting him to his.face, 
and hurling back the dark and bitter lie in his teeth ; with 
firm resolution of vindicating his character to Sybilla, even if 
lie should be obliged to enter the sacred groves, and dr>-g 
Conra from the altai), on the morrow ; he entered the pre- 
cincts of the castle, and gaining liis chamber, flung himself 
on a couch. 

But sleep had forsaken his pillow. Restless and uneasy, 
despite his efforts to banish the dark thoughts which troubled 
him ; and his desire to forget, in sleep, the painful forebodr 
ings which tortured him, he tossed feverishly on his couch, un- 
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til the first rays of the sun brightened the dew on Slieve Mis, 
and shone into his apartment. Then, when he had given up 
all hope of repose, nature succumbed to fatigue, and sleep 
settled on his eyelids. But it was troubled and unrefreshing. 
In his dreams he saw Sybilla waiting on the river’s bank ; 
and, as he approached, a bright smile illuminated her beauti- 
ful face, as with outstretched arms, she ran to receive and 
welcome him. But a dark shadow came between them. As lie 
rushed to fold her to his heart, the black and frowning face of 
Conra intervened but witli one arm encircling the waist of 
Sybilla, and, raising the other with menacing gesture, he in an 
angry manner, bade him begone. The Druid, his countenance 
writhing with malignancy and scorn, pointed in an opposite 
direction to the castle, and hissed into his ear, the word u trai- 
tor.” Awakening with a start, he leaped from his couch ; 
and, looking at the sun, was surprised to find that it had long 
ago passed over the mountain peaks, and was beaming almost 
in meridian splendor on the valleys below. 

As the events of the previous night came back in vivid dis- 
tinctness to his mind, and he remembered with painful ac- 
curacy the dark dream that had embittered his rest, a pang shot 
tlirough his heart ; and, seating himself at a table, and covering 
his face with his hands, he endeavored, long and earnestly, to 
shape out in his mind the path that duty prompted him to 
pursue. Distracted and lost in conjecture and doubt, he could 
arrive at no definite conclusion ; and, wearied with his per- 
plexities, and harrassed with the gloomy thoughts that tor- 
mented him, he started from his seat, and quitting the cham- 
ber, descended to the court, and passing quickly tlirough the 
gate unconsciously, struck the path winch led to the spot 
where he had last seen Sybilla. 

As he neared the huge oak, whose gnarled boughs bent over 
the bank, and cast their shadows on the river, his imagination 
brought lovingly before him the form and face of her who 
had, but a few hours before, sealed his happiness, and after- 
wards heaped coals of fire upon his tortured heart, as if in 
mockery of liis feelings, beneath the friendly shelter of its 
leaves. 
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It was the very spot Mi which they stood — the velvetTerdure 
of the sward which, to his fancy, yet retained the faint im- 
pression of her footsteps, when the ill-omened Druid broke in 
upon their happiness, and uttered his dread and fearful de- 
nunciation. Seating himself beneath its sheltering shade, lie 
gave a loose rein to his thoughts, and again conned over the 
events of the previous night. The river flowed by in all its 
impressive beauty and grandeur ; the birds sang their love- 
songs on the trees ; and the golden rays of the sun toyed with 
and wooed the tiny wavelets, with which the breeze, with throb- 
bing undulations, begemmed its breast. All was calm, peaceful, 
and in repose and happiness, save the burdened heart and sor- 
rowful soul of Mahon. How long he thus remained, in 
gloomy thought and contemplation, he neither cared nor noted. 
Hours flew by, and still he remained in abstraction, and ab- 
sorbed in reveriery ; a prey to care and melancholy, when a 
rustling among the bushes behind him suddenly fell upon his 
ear. Brushing the damp dew from his forehead, which the 
violence and intensity of his sorrow-laden thoughts had gath- 
ered, he started to his feet; and, looking around, beheld, 
within a few paces of were he stood, the ohject of his 
thoughts, the cause of all his trouble and anxiety, die be- 
loved of his heart Sybilla. 

For a moment he doubted his senses, and placed his hand 
upon his throbbiug brow, as if to collect his distracted 
thoughts. But there she stood before him, in all her beauty, 
grace, and majesty, the symmetry of her well-defined and 
commanding figure enhanced by the absence of the robe 
which had muffled her form on the previous evening, and 
looking more bright and lovely than ever. The blush of the 
rose which had crimsoned her fair cheeks at their last meet- 
ing had fled, but in its place a snowy whiteness shone, which 
seemed to impart a more radiant beauty to her cheek, and a 
brighter lustre to her eye. She spoke not, but as her glance 
met his, a red flush mantled, for a moment, her cheek, and 
then as suddenly died away, leaving behind a more snowy and 
pallid wluteness. 

Bowing, until the eagle plume in his hat touched his knee, 
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Mahon bent before her, and summoning all his resolution for 
the effort, approached her. For a moment she stood irreso- 
lute, her varying color betraying the tickle promptings of her 
heart, which came and went, now clothing her face in sunshine 
md then darkening it in shadow. Mingled feelings of love 
and distrust, swept, with lightning rapidity through her heart, 
as they stood thus confronting each other ; but so strong and 
powerful were the pleadings of love in his favor taken in jux- 
taposition with his weary and care-worn look, which plainly 
told the anguish of his soul, that, despite her firm resolution 
to Una to become a vestal, she was on the point of again for- 
getting her vow, and letting love obtain the mastery. But 
suddenly remembering the scene of the preceding night, and 
the awful words of the Druid, the smile dancing on her lip 
died away ; a look of scorn and contempt took possession of 
her features ; and, drawing back as if she feared pollution in 
his touch, haughtily ordered him from her presence. 

“Leave me I” she exclaimed, throwing up her arms, her 
eyes flashing with indignant scorn, “ Leave me, base wretch, 
faithless alike to thy god and me. Thy eoul is perjured, and 
thy heart is false ; thy tongue is honeyed, but its words are 
poisonous and deadly. Approach me not; touch not the robe 
of one who soon shall be a vestal of the gods. Get thee 
hence. Hide thee from my sight, and in the solitude of thy 
home atone for thy perfidy, thy sin and shame.” 

Mahon had approached to within a few feet of where she 
stood, but, as she began to speak, paused, and gazed timidly 
upon her. The withering denunciation with which she greeted 
him, blasted in his heart all hope of a reconciliation, and cast 
a darker shadow of despair around it. His resolution to ap- 
proach nearer and to reason with her on the fatuity of her 
suspicions, faltered, and he stood spell-bound and speecliless 
before her. 

“ Go,” she continued, “ base scion of a noble house, and tell 
your clansmen of Tir-Owen that thou wert the first chieftain 
that ever brought dishonor or disgrace upon them. And 
when at Tullaugli-Oge, the crown of thy tribe shall be placed 
upon thee, it will encircle the head of a traitor I Be gone 1 19 


Digitized by 


Google 



55 


He had advanced to where she stood, and, flinging Ins arms 
around in his excitement, almost touched her shoulder, but, 
stepping back with a shudder, she shrank from his approach. 

“ Touch not a daughter of Bel,” she exclaimed with angry 
energy, “ my father has the power, and knows well how to 
punish a traitor. I have but to name thy perfidy and his ven- 
gence on thee would be fierce and sudden as the lightning of 
Belus. Go, while it is yet time, for be assured, Conra will im- 
part to him thy treachery and falsehood.” 

She turned with haughty and defiant mien, and casting a 
glance of scorn as she passed, took the path that led to the 
castle, and disappeared from Ins sight among the trees. Turn- 
ing in the direction which she had gone, he caught a last 
glimpse of her ere she faded from his view, and while the 
last faint hope died in his bosom, muttered to the winds his 
farewell. 


“ Yes, Sybilla, I go ; there is no more happiness for me 
here, when I have lost thee, thou moon-lit pearl of my soul. 
But may the gods deal with me in their anger, if I ever have 
been false to them or thee. No priest or vestal ever felt the 
flame or glowed with a purer love when kneeling at the holy 
altars in the groves than burned within my heart for thee. 
Thy love was dearer to me than fame, glory, wealth, or con- 
quest, and now it is lost to me forever. I shall return to 
soothe my dying father, and then, in solitude, forget the vain 
and frivolous world. The hope was sweet that lured me on; 
but now ’tis vanished like the misty veil the sun rends from 
Lough Neagh. Farewell 1 and may the gods deal kindlier 
with thy heart than thou has done with mine! ” 

She disappeared from his sight as the last words escaped 
his lips ; and, hurriedly passing between the trees, he emerged 
from the grove and stood upon the bank of the river. Long 
and earnestly he gazed upon its bright waters as they mur- 
mured at his feet; listened to the song of the birds as they 
fluttered from tree to tree ; cast a glance at Slieve Mis as it 
towered in pride and splendor above him, crowned by the 
glory of the noon-day sun; and, heaving a deep sigh, as the 
tall towers of her home rose to liis view, left the spot with a 


Digitized by Google 



56 


clouded and melancholy heart, and silently wended his way 
to the castle. Summoning his retainers, he ordered them to 
prepare for their homeward journey immediately; and none 
of the chiefs being present in the court, the effects of the late 
revel, probably, detaining them in their chambers, he mounted 
his horse, and without taking leave of any of the inmates, 
in silence took his departure, leaving behind him his hopes, 
his happiness, and his heart, in the green woods of Dalaran- 
dia. 

As Sybilla returned she met her father, as we have seen, 
after his morning ride, but a frown was on his face, and she did 
not dare to enter his presence until the cloud had passed away. 
Toward evening she stole softly to his apartment, and noise- 
lessly entering, found him asleep on his couch. Again defer- 
ring her interview until the morrow, she rejoined Una, and 
recounted to her her second and last meeting with Mahon, but 
even while they blamed him for his treachery, they forgot not 
to offer up a prayer for his safety. 

While they were engaged in their devotions, the object of 
their thoughts was far on his way to Tir-Owen, and Milcho 
was nearing the sacred groves of the abode of the Druids. 
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CHAPTER VIL 
•ybilla’s inter yiew with the kino. 

44 Guards ! 

Seize this traitor and convey him to the tower, 

There let him learn obedience 1 ” 

— ShaJcespeart, 

The meaning, then, of country, virtue, faith, 

Flashed on me lightning-like ; I pressed ray brow 
Down on the way-side dust, and vowed till death 
My life to these. That was my bridal vow. 

— Aubrey De Vert, 

Feverish and unrefreshed, Milcho arose from his couch on the 
morning after his interview with Conra. A fierce passion of 
hatred and vengeance raged in his heart against Mahon, and 
he determined to summon his chiefs in council, and confront 
him with his perfidy. To arrest him at once and drag him 
before a tribunal, was the first impulsive thought that entered 
his mind ; but the young chief belonged to a noble house, and 
had a powerful following of clansmen, who would be no way 
tardv m avenging the insult cast upon his name by this high- 
handed and despotic proceeding. The old chief of Tir-owen, 
his father, had been the ally and comrade of Milcho ; and 
with him, had followed Nial in the Roman wars. They had 
been friends since youth, and rugged and stern as was the 
heart of the Dalaradian warrior, he shrank from giving pain 
to his ancient friend, and embittering his last days on earth 
by publicly proclaiming the perfidy of his son. These thoughts, 
however, soon vanished, ana all his former sternness returned, 
when he remembered the dark and fearful words uttered by 
the Druid. The son of his bosom friend had betrayed his 
hospitality and love, and under the guise of friendship, had 
perpetrated a crime which, if not avenged, and speedily, would 
urine' down upon his house a terrible retribution. He had 
dared to set at defiance the mandates of the gods, and en- 
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dc*t-.vored to wrest from them a vestal. He had spurned the 
hoi/ faith, which for countless centuries had been the guiding 
sti.- of his fathers; and by his treacherous Christian spells, 
robbed him and Bel of his daughter. The thought almost 
drotre him distracted, and he paced the apartment like an en- 
r: ged tiger in his cage, muttering fierce maledictions against 
the author of all this wrong 

Stamping angrily on the floor, he stood for a moment im- 
patiently awaiting an answer to his summons. A slave im- 
mediately appeared at the entrance, but involuntarily drew 
hack with a shudder at the fearful expression of rage on the 
king’s face; but an angry gesture soon recalled him to a sense 
of duty, and bowing lowly, he tremblingly approached his 
presence. 

“Go,” shouted Milclio, “and tell the warden to sound his 
loudest note from the walls, and ring the loudest bell, to muster 
the clansmen around the king ! ” 

Frightened and appalled, the slave fled precipitately from the 
apartment to execute the command. But a few moments 
elapsed until the loud notes of a horn sounded from the bat- 
tlements, and the quick, hurried tones of the alarm-bell broke 
on the startled ears of the inmates of the castle. 

Springing from their beds, the warriors rushed for their 
arms; and wondering at the untimely and unwonted summons, 
hastily assembled in the court. Congal, in the absence of his 
fa* tier, took command, and sending Oathal with a chosen band 
of followers to man the walls, took his station at the head of 
th ' troops formed in the court-yard. While they thus stood 
in breathless expectation of the next event to occur, the king, 
with grim and scowling visage, appeared. All eyes were 
riveted on him, and, while they could not divine the object of 
the' unexpected call to arms, knew by the cold and cruel look 
on his face, that something extraordinary was about to occur. 

Their first surprise over, the old warriors, who had often 
stood by his side on many a field of danger, read in his coun- 
tenance no signs of coming strife, either foreign or domestic, 
for well they knew that Milcho’s soul shone in his face, and 
yy and gladness lighted up his eye at the prospect of battlo 
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■with Gaul or Roman. While lost in conjecture, the young 
clansmen, who had never yet flashed their maiden weapons 
against mortal foe, believed that Laegari, their Ard Riagh, had 
at last awoken from his slumber, and following in the foot- 
steps of his father, Nial, meant to emulate his glory, and tread 
in his path of conquest and triumph. 

While all stood in expectation and surprise, Milcho ad- 
vanced to the centre of the troops, and raising his arm, addressed 
them in his own fierce and impassioned manner. He com- 
menced by reciting the wars of Nial, of his raids and forays 
in Gaul, and of the capture of Sicur, the Christian. Detail- 
ing the events of his captivity as far as he knew, in the valleys 
of Dalaradia, and of the slave’s interpretation of his dream, 
he passed on to the prophecies of the Druids regarding him ; 
how they foretold of his coming and of his second visit to 
Erie ; and that he would, by his spells and incantations, destroy 
the ancient creed of the land. Conra, the Druid, had informed 
him on the previous night, of the second advent of Sicur, and 
in the sacred groves had offered sacrifice to Bel to stay the 
impending wrath which was threatened on the land, and the 
oricles of the gods gave warning that Sicur and one who was 
his accomplice, must die. There was a murmur of doubt and 
astonishment when Mahon’s name was mentioned as an ac- 
complice and a convert to the creed of the Christian ; but their 
doubts melted when Milcho declared him to be a traitor, and 
told of his secret and dark designs against his daughter, 
Sybilla. All clamored loudly for his arrest, and that he should 
immediately be brought into their presence. 

None were louder in their denunciations than Congal and 
Cathal, the king’s sons. The former, at his own request, was 
permitted by his father to proceed to Mahon’s apartment 
and with a guard, bring him and his retainers to justice. But 
consternation fell upon the king and his followers when 
Congal returned, after searching every nook and cranny of 
his chamber, and reported his fruitless search for the traitor. 
He had flown, and ms coubh was undisturbed, as if it had not 
been pressed since the night before the banquet. His retainers 
wore also absent, and a pang shot through Milcho’s breast as 
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the sickening and oppressive thought flashed npon him, that 
his daughter had also accompanied his flight; and Cathal, who 
stood beside him, was ordered to proceed to the tower and 
learn the worst. The apprehensions of his father were dis- 
pelled when the young chief returned to the court-yard and 
reported that none of his sisters were absent, and that Sybilla 
was anxious to learn the purport of the strange alarm that had 
disturbed the castle at so early an hour. 

“ ’Tis well,” replied the king, a grim smile passing over his 
face, “ and now, warriors of Halaradia, this insult upon our 
house must not pass unavenged. Congal and Catlial, to you 
belong the task of intercepting this renegade ere he readies 
Tir-owen. Follow, and bring him back alive or dead. If alive, 
the day that witnesses Sybilla a daughter and a priestess of 
Bel, shall witness the ignominious death of the traitor. Follow 
him with blood-hound and beagle, and capture him, though it 
be on his father’s threshold ! ” 

Choosing a picked band of spearmen, and taking with them 
a pack of blood-hounds, the two brothers departed on their 
errand of vengeance ; while their father, after dismissing his 
followers, with dark and gloomy brow, again sought his apart- 
ment in the tower, and summoned Sybilla to his presence. 

The dark and lowering look on Ids face changed to a softer 
hue as she entered, and the stern lineaments melted preceptibly 
at her approach. He looked upon her face; it was pale and 
marked with the traces of recent suffering. His stony heart 
began to thaw, and taking her hand, lie led her to a seat, but 
did not salute her with the fatherly kiss which she was wont 
to receive, nor did he show any further endearing demonstra- 
tion of kindness towards her. His searching look seemed to 
read her very soul, and the harshness apparent on his brow, 
though he tried hard to conceal it, plainly told that her secret 
was not hidden from him, and that he was acquainted with 
her ungodly and impious passion for Mahon. Her cheeks were 
overspread with burning blushes, as the thought gained cred- 
ence m her heart ; and as she became convinced of the truth 
of her surmises, suddenly faded to an ashy paleness. Her 
resolution, which, until then, had buoyed her up, deserted her 
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tkought of the great sin she had committed. She dreaded 
her parent’s anger, and would have thrown herself at his feet, 
confessing her fault, and begging for liis forgiveness; but sho 
seemed riveted t? the seat on which she sat, fixed by the still 
fearful glare of her father’s eye, and her limbs refused their 
othce. 

“ Sybilla,” he at length said, and his voice sounded harsli 
and discordant in her ears, “you, who are versed in the loro 
of the Druids, and learned it from Conra, a descendant of 
Nial, the Arch Druid of Ireland, and sovereign pontiff of the 
order of the Druids of Gaul, Britain and Scotland, know that 
we have always spurned strange gods, and kept the faith of 
Bel. You are also versed in the lore of your country, and know 
that the yoke of the Roman is on the necks of every people 
but yours. The Britain and the Gaul groan under their des- 
potic sway ; and there is no land washed by the sea that does 
not pay them homage, save Erinn. For this we may thank tho 
gods, to whom we have always been faithful ; and now, Sybilla, 
knowing all this, and being educated from childhood to con- 
sider yourself a vestal of our day-god, will you, the first-born 
daughter of my house, the beloved of your father’s heart, 
forsake our god, who has been the protector of our country 
and her glory, and embrace the strange and ignoble doctrine 
of these slavish Christians ? ” 

“Father,” she answered, now starting from her seat, and 
drawing herself up to her full height, while her eyes flashed 
and her words came quick, and with vehement energy, 
“ Father, I have never been false to Bel ; if, for a moment, I 
have erred in my love for one who was but a traitor, it was a 
woman’s weakness, and it is over. But I never proved false 
to Bel, my god and the god of my fathers ; I have been des- 
tined for a vestal, and never did virgin approach the altar 
more willingly than I shall. I am ready to enter the sacred 
groves, and it remains with you and Conra to name the day 
and the hour.” 

“ Oh ! Sybilla,” exclaimed her father, clasping her in hia 
anus, “your mother’s soul spoke there.” “Daughter o: c iny 
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heart, yon shall yet avert the sorrow that looms above my 
house ; and by your prayers to Bel, and with holy sacrifices, 
render of no avail the machinations of these ill-omened 
Christian dogs who plot evil to mine and me.” 

“ If, by obeying your will,” she answered, kissing his cheek, 
“this can be accomplished, trust in your daughter, your 
Sybilla.” 

“ Thou art my hope, my daughter, and to thee I cling for 
succour and support. Last night I discoursed with Conra in 
his holy shrine, and amid a scene that might well impart terror 
to the bravest heart, I heard from his lips the fiat of the gods. 
Misfortune and destruction beset my path if thou dost not 
become a vestal, and Sicur and the traitor chief of Augher 
be not sacrificed. This is written and cannot be annulled.” 

“ Then I obey the gods, and from this hour I dedicate 
myself to Bel,” she answered. 

“ My warriors are on the track of the traitor,” continued 
Milcho. “He cannot escape the vigilence of Congal and 
Cathal ; and Sybilla, by the glory of Bel, I swear that he shall 
be offered a6 a sacrifice to the gods, and bum on the altar of 
Conra on the day thou first becomest a vestal, and never yet 
did shrine glitter with more resplendant gems than I shall 

§ ive to honor the bridal of the gods and thee. I shall seek 
le Druid to-morrow, and with a happy heart acquaint him of 
thy resolution, and when thy brothers return, we shall make 
preparations for thy advent into the sacred sisterhood. Em- 
brace me again, my daughter, for thou has gladdened thy 
father’s heart and infused a new life into his veins. Retire 
thee to thy chamber, and in secret ponder over the bright and 
glorious destiny that is thine.” 

Imprinting a kiss upon her cheek, he gently disengaged her 
from his arms, and throwing himself on his couch, relapsed 
into silence and meditation. Sybilla retreated to her chamber 
to commune with Una and impart to her the events of the 
interview. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 
mahon’s weaby journey. 

Vainly I think 

In duty done to find content ; 

Each dawning day wakes me to shrink 
From life, from which the soul seems rent 

— Wm. Oeoghegan. 

14 Who’s there ? What light is that ? Wherefore com’st thou t 
44 To comfort you and bring you joyful news 1” 

— Marlow’s Edward II, 

As the turrets of Milcho’s castle faded from view, Malion, 
Jetting the rein fall on his charger’s mane, and forgetful of all 
but his own bitter sorrow, left the noble animal ne bestrode 
to pursue his own free way unchecked by bit or bridle. His 
retainers, three in number, rode at a respectful distance be- 
hind, and though they did not know the cause of his dejec- 
tion, believed that something sinister had occurred at the 
castle to cause his sudden ana abrupt departure. They had 
marked at starting the sorrowful and care-worn look that 
overspread his features, and at times the gloomy shadow that 
darkened his brow. They conversed in whispers, vainly striv- 
ing to unravel the mystery and indulging in a hundred con- 
jectures as to its origin. 

“I will wager a mether of stout ale, that that blue-eyed, 
golden-haired Cailin , Una, has something to do with our jour- 
ney this evening, and with our chieftain’s gloomy thought,” 
said one who seemed to be the oldest of the party, a perfect 
giant in strength and stature, and who soared a head above 
his companions. 

“ It may be so,” answered his comrade on the right, “but 
Carbre, to my thinking it was something more dreadful still.” 

“ And what may that be, O ! wise Feilim ?” questioned Car- 
bre, laughing at the gravity with which he spoke. 

“He may have heard the Banshee last night and received 
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warning of his father’s death ; I myself, as I 6at on the battle- 
ments, near midnight, saw ” 

“Tour own shadow in the moonlight and ran dismayed to 
bed.” 

“ O ! thou should’st have been a Druid, Feilim,” said the 
third of the group, “for thou art always prating of goblins 
and fairies, and banshees, and spirits, and extracting evil from 
every omen that appears. The hoarsest raven in the woods 
©f Dalaradia croaks not more villainously than thou.” 

“ Did I not warn thee, Ibar, to beware of the wild boar in 
the woods of Auglier? My advice was disregarded, but my 
forebodings became verified.” 

“ Ay, truly, thou art a great prophet 1 Thou can’st tell some 
ships will be lost at 6ea because storms frequently occur, and 
can’st prophecy that the hunter may sometimes be scratched 
in an encounter with the wild boar and wolf, and sometimes 
even with the red deer and elk.” 

“ Tell us what is amiss with our young chief, and then we 
may believe thy prophecies,” said Carbre, petulantly, and 
bringing his horse nearer to Feiliin. “ Were nis father dead 
a messenger would have conveyed the news, and no stranger 
arrived yesterday at the castle. Besides, did the Banshee 
scream, we, ourselves, would have heal’d it, for, are we not all 
of ODe blood 

“When the great Nial died,” answered Feilim, “no Ban- 
shee was heard by his se ns in Tara.” 

“No, l^ecause lie did not die there, he was 6lain in Gaul.” 

“ A truce to your dark hints and inuendoes, FeiLm,” said 
Ibar, impatiently, “ Carbre may be right. With the exception 
of her foster-sister, the princess Sybilla, Una is the brightest 

1 H*arl in Emania, and it may be that the young chief Congal 
uoks not with favoring eye on the gallant that would dare to 
approach her. I have marked of late, that they have not con- 
vtrsed so much together as was their wont.” 

“ If that be so it will breed discontent in Emania,” remaik- 

ed Feilim, “ and besides ” 

“ Which way is the chieftain goirg,” exclaimed Carbre, in- 
terrupting Feilim, utterly careless of the piophccy he wa* 
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about to utter; “see, he has taken the path that leads to the 
dark glen ; and if we cannot reach it before night, may Betas 
preserve us, for it is a dreadful place.” 

“ It is the abode of spirits ana demons, where the eye of 
Bel never penetrates,” answered Feilim, cautiously, and t in a 
whisper. 

“ In his present mood, methinks,he cares neither for spirits 
nor demons,” said Ibar, “ and with such a stout henchman as 
Carbre beside him, to speak nothing of our own prowess, he 
need not fear any encounter.” 

" He is gaining the wood and will soon be in its shadows; 
so let us follow wherever he may lead,” replied Carbre, urging 
his horse forward. 

They quickly followed and overtook Mahon, who, still ab- 
sorbed in reverie, was taking no note of the way he was pur- 
suing. A narrow path led into a dark wood whose huge and 
tall trees seemed, by their size and strength, to have taken 
root in the soil many centuries before. The 6un was declin- 
ing in the heavens, and his last faint beams tipping the 
mountain tops with gold, as they entered the sombre precincts 
of the forest. The first intimation of the flight of time, which 
the young chieftain received, was the sudden shadows thrown 
athwart his patli as he passed the opening in the woods and 
came underneath the trees. Recalling his scattered senses, 
and banishing for the moment the thought of Sybilla from 
his heart, he gazed around in doubt, deeming that he had lost 
his way ; but seeing his retainers following close behind, felt 
convinced that he was pursuing the right direction toward his 
home; and without any misgivings went on his course. 

Yery different, however, were the thoughts of his compan- 
ions. Wondering at the cause which impelled him to tread 
such an unfrequented and dreary way, tney followed in si- 
lence ; and as the shades of evening fell, and the twilight 
came, hushing the song of the birds, and casting a weird and 
dreary stillness over the surrounding woods, they felt a dread 
steal over their spirits, a depressing and dejected, feeling 
which, in spite of all their efforts, they could not conquer or 
subdue. Somtimes a deer would leap from out the thickets, 
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and dart acrc/66 their path, causing their horses to plunge with 
restive and uneasy motions. 

Soon the howl of the hungry wolf disturbed the silence of 
the solitude, and the night bats, as they flitted about their' 
ears, caused by their reckless and rude familiarity a super- 
stitious thrill in their hearts. The moon had risen, but so 
thick and dense was the leafy foliage of the forest that her 
beams were but imperceptibly perceived and at brief intervals. 
They were journeying far from, the haunts of men, and every 
6tep led them into a more impenetrable darkness. Carbre and 
his companions were lost in a maze of doubt, perplexity and 
superstition, and were on the point of questioning the young 
Prince in regard to his destination, when his voice, at a dis- 
tance, was heard calling on them. Gladly they obeyed, and 
coming to his side found themselves on the bank of a small 
stream that wandered through the woods. 

“ Where are we, Carbre ?’ demanded Mahon, as his follower 
approached. “Methinks we should be in Tir-Owen ere tliis; 
but this place is not familiar to my eye ; I have never trodden 
it before.” 

“ I have followed you, my chief,” replied Carbre, “ but 
know not where you have led me.” 

For the first time, the thought flashed on Mahon that he 
had led his followers astray, and in trying to secure safety 
from Milclio and the angry Druids within the domains of his 
own territory, had, by his negligence and abstraction, brought 
them to the very abode of some Druid of Dalaradia. 

From this dilemma he knew not how to extricate himself 
without consultirg his companions, and, after a pause, again 
addressed Carbre: 

“ Dos’t think, Carbre, that bv crossing this stream we would 
be in the territory of our kinsfolk, in Tir-owen ?” 

“ I know not, my chief, but I believe this brook runs from 
Lough Neagh, and here divides the two principalities.” 

lbar and Teilim were of the same opinion, and as both were 
eager to leave the gloomy woods behind, proposed that they 
should cross the stream and camp for the night, in the moon- 
light, on the opposite bank, and await the dawn of morning 
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to resume their journey. This being assented to, they led 
their horses to the shore, in search for a shallow and fordable 
place to cross. 

It was some time before they could obtain a desirable point ; 
for the river, though not deep, was obstructed by rocks and 
driftwood, and the current, in some places, impetuous and viol- 
ent. Having at length obtained what they sought, they urged 
their horses into the water, and were midway in the current, 
without meeting with any accident, when a tree, which had 
been uprooted by the violence of a recent storm, came drifting 
down the river, and coming in collision with Carbre’s horse, 
which was in advance of the others, crushed the noble animal 
and unseated his rider. 

Carbre, with the exception of a few slight bruises, was, how- 
ever, unhurt; but the horse, with an expiring shriek, which 
echoed fearfully on the stillness of the night, disappeared in 
the darkness, while his master, grasping the stirrups of Ma- 
hon, swam ashore in safety. 

Scarcely had they landed, when a light was seen gleaming 
from a rock that rose high above the rivers bank ; and look- 
ing up, they beheld an old and venerable man, with a pine 
torch blazing in his hand ; and by its light trying to penetrate 
the darkness below. His beard, long and white, waved in the 
night-wind, and when for a moment, at rest, reached to liifl 
knees. His dress was not distinguishable, for the inconstant 
flickering of the torch, sometimes fanned by the wind into a 
blaze ana at other times nearly extinguishing it, rendered it 
impossible to judge by his costume who he was. 

“ By the light of Bel !” exclaimed Mahon, shading his eyes 
with his hands, and peering through the darkness at the ob- 
ject before him, “ but I believe he is a Druid, and we are 
trespassing on his holy ground. This river may be sacred to 
some deity, and yonder groves be the abiding places of holy 
priests and vestals.” 

“If so,” replied Carbre, hurriedly, “ we had better use no 
laggard pace in leaving them behind.” 

“I knew there was some evil over us,” said Feiliin, in whin- 
ing tones, all his superstitious fears gaining the ascendant; 
“ did I not tell thee so, Ibar 1 Let us begone. ” 
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“Hush ! thy fears have bewildered thee. How can we 
leave in such darkness as this, not knowing which path to 
pursue f Let us remain and see what morning will bring 
forth? The water has stiffened my joints, and I feel a pain 
in the old wound the boar gave me.” 

“ Hadst thou taken my advice, Ibar, the boar would not 
have wounded thee ; but it seems that I am ever disregarded.” 

“ The light is coming hither !” exclaimed Mahon, “ he sees 
us and is decending the cliff. Let us wait and meet him.” 

Gradually the torch drew near, and its light shone full upon 
the dress and face, of him who bore it. A light and be- 
nignant expression lit up his countenance; and his eyes 
glowed with love and benevolence. That he was not a Druid 
or bard was apparent by his mantle, which was coarse and of 
the kind commonly worn by slaves. But that lie was none of 
the latter was readily discemable by liis lofty manner and 
noble mien, despite his poor and ragged dress. 

As he approached the group, who stood silent and wonder- 
ing at his unexpected appearance in such a place, and at such 
an hour, he saluted them with courtly grace, and anxiously in- 
quired if he could do them any service, but with such humil- 
ity and tenderness of tone as to win their hearts and banish 
even the fears of Feilim, who for once, during the day, ceased 
to prognosticate evil. 

“ We are belated travelers, gentle sir,” answered Mahon, 
respectfully saluting him, “ and have lost our way. We left 
King Milcho’s castle this evening, intending to sojourn in Tir- 
owen, but by some mishap took the wrong direction and 
scarce know where we are.” 

“ You have journeyed far out of your way,” replied the 
old man, “and you are still in the woods of Dalar- 
adia. It is impossible to proceed further to-night, 
but if you deign to partake of the scant hospitality 
which my humble hut can afford, I will freely give it, in 
the name of that God who so freely provides for all. I was 
at my devotions ere retiring for the night, when I heard a 
shriek coming up the valley; and praised be our God I it led 
me to find you. I knew not what it was until I p erceived the 
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CHAPTER IX. 

6T. PALLADIUB* DISCIPLE. 


FVu* in a wild, unknown to public view, 

From youth to age a reverend hermit grew ; 

The moss his bed, the cave his humble cell, 

His food the fruits, his drink the crystal well ; 

Remote from men, with God he passed his days ; 

Prayer all his business, all his pleasure praise. 

— PameU. 

“That is my hut, where you see the light burning,” ob- 
served their guide, as he slowly pointed the way down tho 
steep declivity that led to the cabin ; “Follow me, and be not 
afraid, Owen is waiting for us and will give us kindly greet- 
ing.” 

In silence they pursued the path down from the cliff, and 
as they reached its base, before them stood the abode of him 
who had guided them thither. The door was open, and as 
they came within sight a kind and friendly voice bade them 
welcome. They entered. Before them appeared the tall form 
of a man of gigantic stature, in the full flush and prime of 
life. Ilis broad and massive shoulders, the extraordinary 
length of his arms, and the huge girth of his body, which was 
loosely wrapped in a saffron-colored shirt, he having thrown 
off his mantle, or cloak, immediately attracted the attention 
of Mahon and his companions. His eyes, which were jet 
black and lustrous, seemed to sparkle with a more intense 
brilliancy than the pine torch which he held in Ills hand. Ills 
hair fell in wavy masses down his shoulders, and was dark 
and glossy as the wing of the raven. His crommeal and beard 
w T ere of the same hue, and gave to his features a pleasing and 
beautiful expression. Mahon paused on the threshold and 
g* zed upon him in mute admiration which he did not en- 
deavor to conceal; while Carbre, Feilim and Ibar, involun- 
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t .nly drew back, believing: him to be some great chief, or per- 
haps the Ard Biagli of Erinn himself. 

“Do not be * fraid, my friends,” observed their guide, no- 
ticing the hesitation of Mahon’s followers; “Owen, though 
a giant in height and strength, is gentle and harmless as a 
child. Enter without fear, and partake of such poor hospi- 
tality as we can bestow.” 

Eeassured by the kind words of Owen, who again bade them 
welcome, they entered the hut. A few rude benches were 
disposed around the walls, and in the centre stood a rude table, 
on which a book, beautifully bound in vellum, and with gold- 
en clasps, lay open. A bundle of deerskins were piled behind 
the door, and on the walls, hung bows, spears and other im- 
plements of the chase. The hut was scrupulously neat and 
clean, and to the belated and wearied travelers, offered peace, 
comfort and rest, after the fatigues of the day. 

Disposing of their arms on tlie antlers which hung on the 
walls, and being seated, then* kindly hosts brought from an 
adjoining apartment, two huge dishes of fish and venison, and 
a goodly quantity of oaten cake. Carefully removing the 
book, Owen spread before them the repast, while his older 
companion hastened to bring fresh water from a spring that 
bubbled close by the hut. Having returned, he desired his 
guests to partake freely of the scanty fare, humbly apologiz- 
ing for its rude and meagre proportions ; but expressing a 
hope that he would be able to provide them with better and 
daintier fare on the morrow. Mahon courteously thanked 
him, and he and his followers immediately set about following 
his instructions. Their appetites were keen, and the savory 
venison and fat salmon oi Lough Neagh soon disappeared be- 
fore the hungry and ravenous clansmen. Mahon partook 
sparingly. The burden of sorrow that lay on his heart, ban- 
ished all other feelings from his heart; and a gloomy and set- 
tled melancholy sat upon his brow. This was observed by 
Conall, the host, — he who had guided them to the hut — and 
bringing from a recess a harp, he seated himself at the door 
and began to play. 

The wondrous manner in which he struck the strings, and 
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the beauty of the air he played, fell upon the ravished sensed 
of Mahon like a burst of heavenly melody ; and even the 
giant Carbre paused for a moment in his meal, to listen. At 
the conclusion of the air, Conall re-adjusted the strings of his 
harp, and without looking from the instrument or noticing 
its effect on his guests, began, in a sweet plaintive manner, 
another and a different air. At first the notes sounded low as 
if laden with sorrow, then gradually rising, swelled into a 
loud acclaim of praise and thanksgiving, ending in a raptur 
ous outpouring of prayer and joy. Owen, as the first notes 
fell on his ear, bent liis head on his bosom, and clasping his 
hands as if in supplication, bowed low toward the ground. 
But at the conclusion, he raised his hands and eyes toward 
Heaven, and his lips parted, seemingly in prayer. 

Mahon’s interest w r as awakened by Owen’s attitude, and, 
glancing at Conall, he beheld his face glow with a bright and 
holy expression, which he believed could only be given to a 
sacred Druid and priest of Bel. While an unaccountable 
feeling of awe, blended with admiration, crept over him, he 
wished, yet hesitated to question his host on his position, his 
manner and mode of life. That he was something other than 
what he seemed, he readily surmised and implicitly believed. 
All the meekness and humility assumed in his present charac- 
ter, could not hide or disguise the nobility and high born 
grace so apparent in his carriage and demeanor. The im- 
pressive and earnest manner, in which he executed the last air 
on the harp, and so wholly had he thrown his soul into the 
invocation, which he believed he was making to his God, 
tended to confirm Mahon’s suspicions that he was some noble 
Druid ; and as he concluded he could no longer .mrb his desire 
of questioning him: 

“ Methinks, good Conall, thy melody, to judg^ by its sweet- 
ness and purity, is more suited for the court of the ArdRiagh 
than for this lone hut in the forest. Right deftly you touch 
the strings, and never before have I heard sncb witching 
strains. Was not that last strain of your harp an invocation 
to the day-god, and one you first learned in the sacred groves?” 

“I am but a poor mimicker of my masters in the art of 
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music,” meekly replied Conall, a and but ill-fitted for courtly 
or kingly company. The hymn thou hast heard, has never 
yet resounded in the groves of the Druids ; but the time is at 
hand when it will be heard in grove, and camp, and countless 
* thousands, redeemed and purified, shall echo it from end to 
end of our Island. It was an invocation to God. Not to 
Bel the god of the Druids, but to the only true and living 
God, to whom be all praise and glory !” 

Mahon and his companions half started from their seats 
and gazed with blank astonishment at Conall and Owen. The 
latter, however, were calm and self-possessed, and appeared 
not to mark the change which so suddenly took possession of 
their guests. A momentary silence ensued, and during the 
interval a host of strange thoughts and fancies flitted tlirough 
the brain of Mahon. He was more puzzled than before and 
at a loss to unravel the web of mystery which enshrouded the 
two singular beings before him. To the last surmise which 
his imagination conjured, up he gave expression, looking Con- 
all intently in the face : 

“Your words then, Conall, lead me to believe that your 
faith is different from ours, which is and has been, militant in 
the land for centuries ; and that you belong to a remnant of 
that tribe which still exists in Erinn, and whose dwellings are 
the mountains and forests — the Tuatlia-de-Danaans.”* 

“No. Did the sons of Milesius ever forsake their God to 
join in the mummeries and superstitions of a people they de- 
spised? Though, truth to say, they are all Goers cliildren; 
and the light will shine for them as well as for us. But I 
belong not to their tribe, and believe not in their creed.” 

“ There are no other creeds in Erinn. The idols of the 
Tntha-de-Danaan8 are crumbling before the glorious light of 
the Sun-god, and are hid deep in mountain caves or in the re- 
cesses of the forests, Belus is our god, and we know none 
but him.” 


•The Tuath-de-Danaans were a tribe whose original seat has given rise to 
much controversy. Some suppose them to have been Phoenecians, but it is 
much more probable they were Il>erian Celts, who came to Ireland from the 
mining regions of the Pyrenees . Hibernian Magazine , Vol. 5. 
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u Yes, there is another; one before whom Belus shall pale, 
for he is the work of His hands ; before whom your idols shall 
melt 1/ike wax in the tire ; and your kings shall bow down and 
worship, deeming themselves but worms before the majesty of 
His power and glory. He is the God I worship, the King 
whom I adore! His light is already on the land and who can 
hide its beams ?” 

“ Who, then, in the name of holy Bel, is this God of 
yours?” passionately exclaimed Mahon, his impetuous nature 
getting the better of his judgment and courtesy, and fiercely 
stamping on the earthen noor: “What is liis name? Ho 
must be mighty and unbounded in power to overthrow the 
gods and worship of Erinn.” 

“ He is infinite in power and in all things ; He is the Creator 
of heaven and earth ; the sun, the moon, the stars and the 
6ea, and all things that appear plain and palpable to our 
senses are the work of His hands. He is the Redeemer and 
the judge of men, and suffered for us an ignominious death on 
the tree. He is the Cnrist — the Crucified — the God of the 
Christians, and I am an humble and unworthy follower of the 
cross. Look upon this sign ; the emblem of Salvation, whose 
light si mil soon illumine the land and shatter the false idols 
of Bel.” 

Drawing a crucifix from his bosom he devoutly kissed it and 
held it up before them. Had a venomous and deadly serpent 
at that moment fiercely coiled its loathsome body around Mil- 
lion and his followers, and driven its fangs into their hearts, 
they could not have felt a more poignant feeling of dread and 
horror, than took possession of them at the sight of the cross. 
They leaped from the table, and glared with protruding eyes 
and distended nostrils* at the Ciiristian, wiio had so fearlessly 
confessed his hated faith ; and would have rushed from the 
hut were it not that Conall stood between them and the door, 
and they feared to touch him, lest the talisman in his hand 
should work some evil spell upon them. The anguish of 
Feilim was pitiable. His l>elief in spells and sorcery was al- 
ways great, and now, he firmlv believed that his forbodings 
of the day were realized. Cold drops of perspiration stood 
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on his brow; his legs trembled beneath him, and with a groan 
he fell backward on the floor. Carbre and Ibar, though im- 
bued with the prevailing ideas of the time, were not sunk so 
deep in the mire of superstition as their comrade ; and re- 
covered their scattered senses when they saw their young 
chief, standing unharmed and fearless, before the Christian. 
Springing to the wall, Carbre hastily snatched his spear and 
leaped to Mahon’s side, exclaiming, 

“Fear nothing, my Prince; the idol ot a Christian dog can- 
not prevail against the followers of the Sun-god. Let us de- 

E art. The wolves of the wood, though wild and savage, are 
etter company than these unbelievers.” 

“ Nay, rather let us take them with us to Tir-Owen, bound 
and fettered, where our Prince himself, can mete out judg- 
ment to them for their blasphemies,” cried Ibar, who had now 
joined them with his spear and shield. 

“ Be still, my friends,” said Conall in a calm and unfalter- 
ing tone, without the least hesitation or fear: “ We do not 
seek to injure you. The woods are damp, and my poor lmt, 
humble though it be, affords a pleasanter shelter. Surely, 
four armed soldiers of Erinn are not afraid of two defenceless 
men ! ” 

Mahon stood irresolute; his first impulse was to fly, but 
there was something so commanding and fascinating withal, 
in the manner and countenance of Conall, that riveted his at- 
tention and chained him to the spot. His surprise and aston- 
ishment over, his curiosity became excited to know more of 
the singular being witli whom he had so unexpectedly been 
thrown in contact; and he determined to remain for the night, 
and, if possible, extract from him his history. Telling his fol- 
lowers to remain quiet, he again resumed his seat, and Feiliin, 
who had by this time recovered from his fright, took his place 
beside them. 

“ It pains me, Conall,” Mahon began, “to think that we have 
caused you needless trouble ; but I confess that I have heard 
so in any fearful stories concerning these Christians, that I am 
not surprised at the consternation exhibited by my followers, 
when brought in contact with one. My curiosity is great to 
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know, what motives prompted you to forsake the faith of your 
fathers, and adopt the creed oi tills strange god, whose name 
is unknown in Erinn. It would please me well to hear the 
story.” 

“ The tale is brief, Prince Mahon, — for such I believe is your 
title, — and one which I shall willingly relate if you find it not 
tedious. You may remember to have heard of a strange mis- 
sionary who came across the seas to convert the children of 
Erinn. His name was Palladius.* He was not successful. Pa- 
ganism had taken such deep root in the land, that the ambas- 
sador of God was stoned and forced to fly as an outlaw; pur- 
sued with vengeance by the people whom he came to save. I 
dwelt then, on the shores of the Foyle, and in my house the 
persecuted and hunted man sought shelter. He found it, 
and repaid me back a thousand f (3d for the hospitality I had 
shown him, by imparting to me the faith of his divine master. 
Being of a religious disposition, I had long entertained the 
idea of entering the Druidical priesthood, and was being edu- 
cated for that high office by one of their most learned scholars. 
Seeing me poring over my books, the stranger in my house 
inquired the nature of my studies. I opened to him my heart, 
and unfolded to him my hopes and aspirations. He read my 
books, and, one by one, by his subtle reasoning and eloquence, 

E ersuaded me of the fallacy of their arguments. Slowly, and 
y degrees, a new light seemed to dawn upon me ; new ideas 
took possession of my soul ; I began to doubt the efficacy of 
Bel and his idols, and panted to know more of the god of 
whom he had as yet but seldom spoken. Finding my mind 
prepared for the goodly seed which he was about to sow, he 
made known to me the mysteries of the holy faith which he 
professed, and of which he was a worthy follower. It pleased 
God to bestow on me the light of faith ; and before the good 
Saint left for Britain, he baptized and made me a soldier of 
Christ. He prophesied that one greater than himself should 
come to Erinn, and to him should be given the power to rescue 
the land from idolatry. While he remained with me, I trans* 

* St. Palladium His mission to Ireland was unsuccessful, but lie neverthe- 
less baptized some converts, and erected a few churches. 
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scribed the gospels from a copy in his possession ; and that 
is the book yon have seen with the golden clasps. It tells of 
Christ’s passion; of His sufferings for us; and now He died for 
the salvation of sinners. As the night is but young I shall 
feel happy in reading to you the words of our divine 
Saviour. 

Mahon and Iiis companions were becoming deeply inter- 
ested in the Christian’s story. All fear and dread had passed 
away before the kindness of his voice and manner. A brig] it 
look of enthusiasm kindled on the face of Owen, as he heard 
the young Prince express a desire to hear the gospel ; and a 
sanguine hope, of their speedy conversion, entered his heart. 

Conall extracted from the gospels such passages as he 
thought would make a favorable impression on his hearers ; 
and rehearsed to them the mission of John, and how he had 
foretold the coming of the man-God. Then, in a sweet, im- 
passioned voice, he read the sermon on the Mount ; Christ’s 

S assion, His agony in the garden, and His cruel crucifixion and 
eatli. So absorbed were they in the narration, and so heart- 
felt in their sympathy with the Saviour’s sufferings, that the 
teai*s welled from their generous hearts, and moistened their 
eyes. More than an hour was consumed in the exercise, and 
Conall, perceiving the effect of his teaching, closed the 
volume for the night, in order that, by his discourse, he might 
more firmly fix the truths, they had heard, upon their hearts. 

“This is the God,” he continued, “ whom Palladius taught 
me to love and adore. After his departure I left all my 
worldly goods behind, and in company with Owen, who 
also became a convert to the faith, sought this secluded spot, 
to await the coming of him who shall vanquish the idols of ^ 
Erinn. Already Ins footsteps are heard in the land; wherever * 
he appears the false idols of the gods crumble before him, 
and Truth and Faith, as taught by the blessed Patrick, tri- 
umph over idolatry and sin.” 

w And who is this, Patrick?” eagerly enquired Mahon, the 
scene in Milcho’s banquet-hall rising like a vision before him. 

“ He is one who was a former slave of the king of Dalara- 
dia, known by the name of Sicur, and of whom your Druids 
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hare foretold great things. They have said that “with Lae- 

f ari, the violent, will the land he humbled by the coming of 
'atrick; that he will root out Druidism from the land; that 
he will erect cities, churches, union-houses, with gables and 
ingles, and many kings will take up pilgrim staffs.” 

“ A Tailcenn will come over the raging sea, 

With his perforated garment, his crook-headed staff, 

With his table at the east end of his house, 

And all his people will answer amen, amen.” 

That time is come. Patrick has arrived. The great idol 
of Crom-cruach,* with its twelve golden satellites, to whom were 
offered the firstlings of the flocks and other rich gifts, is over- 
thrown; and bearing the standard of the cross, he hies him 
northward, to confront Milcho and his Druids in Dalaradia ; 
to shatter their gods, and to give to the people the glad tid- 
ings of salvation. Even now, he is approaching. Jrerhaps, 
to-morrow’s sun will see the cross gleam on the mountains of 
E mania. O ! Prince Mahon, weigh well the words thou hast 
heard to-night, and hasten to embrace the truth which Patrick 
shall impart to thee. I am but an unworthy servant of the 
Most High ; but to him, as I have said, is given the power to 
carry out the behests of God, and redeem this fair land from 
idolatry and sin. Tarry with me for a while, and when the 
great missionary of Christ approaches, we shall go forth to 
meet him, and judge with our own eyes what power the Lord 
has given unto him. I have dispatched a messenger to La- 
geniaf who will soon return and warn me of his coming. To- 
gether we shall meet him, and bear him company to Dalara- 
dia.” 


* The Idol of Crom Cruaeh . — The name signifies the bent or stooping 
monument. It was the principal idol of all the colonists who settled in Ire- 
land from time to time, and they were wont to offer to it the firstlings of 
animals and other gifts. It is called the Cen Oruach in the Tripartite life of 
St. Patrick, and there, it is said, that it was made of gold and silver, and 
that it was surrounded by twelve other idols formed of bronze. — Nun of 
Kenmare. 

+ Leinster 
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The last clause of Conall’s argument was more effective in 
gaming the consent of Mahon to prolong his visit, than any 
he had yet used ; for, though he had but recently left Dalara- 
dia, and was fleeing from the vengeance which he believed 
was in store for him there, he had left his heart behind with 
Sybilla, and was glad of any plausible excuse to return, and, 
if possible, once more behold her. Besides, the ideas of the 
new faith, inculcated by Conall, sunk deep in his mind, and 
he wished to test the sincerity and truth of his expressions by 
witnessing himself the great missionary whom the Druids so 
much dreaded, and at whose name the stern warrior, Milcho, 
trembled. It was, therefore, with no disguised feelings of 
dissimulation orhyprocrisy that he answered: — 

“ I shall tarry with you, Conall, until your great prophet 
approaches, if I do not intrude too much on your kindness 
and hospitality ; and be assured, I shall ponder on the words 
you have spoken, and con them in my mind as I lie on my 
couch to-night.” 

“My poor hut is open to the Prince of Tir-owen as long as 
he deigns to honor it with his presence ; and as for hospitality, 
the woods and waters supply us with enough, and more than 
abundance. Sorry am I that I cannot serve you as I wish, 
and minister more generously to your wants. But, such as it 
is, you are welcome to it in the name of Him who so bounti- 
fully supplied it.” 

“ My heart, good Conall, is filled with thoughts to which 
it has before been a stranger; and I am wearied with the day’s 
hard ride, and would fain lay me down to seek repose.” 

“We shall make a couch ior you and your retainers as soon 
as we sing our evening hymn, and pray that the light of truth 
may be vouchsafed to you, and that you may rise on the mor- 
row with the love of the true God shining in your souls.” 

Making the sign of the cross on his forehead, he took the 
harp, ana kneeling with Owen, sang a hymn of praise to God 
and his Virgin Mother. Then, devoutly repeating the Lord’s 
Prayer and the Angelical Salutation, they arose, and prepared 
their couches for the night. Deer and wolf skins were spread 
on the floor, and underneath, a quantity of dried moss, which, 
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to the weary travellers, made not only a welcome bnt a lux- 
urious bed. As each retired for the night, many and deep 
were the thoughts that agitated their bosoms and banished 
slumber from their eyelids. And little did they deem, that 
events were about to occur, that would, not only change the 
whole current of their lives, but would forever leave their 
impress upon Ireland, and perhaps the world. 
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CHAPTER X. 

▲ DAT IN THE F0BE8T. 

merry, 'tis merry in the good green wood, 

When the mavis and merle are singing. 

—ScotL 

Anxious, restless and uneasy, with a thousand conflicting 
thoughts flitting through his brain, Mahon lay on his couch. 
His heart was ill at ease. The events of the last three days, 
so unexpected and singular in their developments, and so 
freighted with good or evil for him, passed before him in re- 
view ; and no matter how favorably he endeavored to analyze 
them, he could not extract one ray of comfort from the deep 
and tangled maze in wliich he found himself lost. As his 
thoughts recurred to his meeting with Sybilla in the grove, 
and the dread denunciation of the Druid — who charged him 
with being a Christian, and which accusation was the cause of 
all his troubles — he felt his heart swell with indignation, at the 
perfidy of Conra; and vowed to himself to return in the morn- 
ing and confront him with the lie. But remembering how 
abruptly he had left, and that Conra, ere this, had imparted 
to Milcho, with many exaggerations, the scene in the grove, 
and that even now the clansmen of Dalaradia might be on Ills 
track, his sense of danger warned him to remain, or else con- 
tinue his course towards home. 

Again, the words of Conall had made a deep impression 
on Ins heart and filled him with strange thoughts of the power 
and greatness of the wonderful God whom he worshiped. He 
wished to hear more concerning him ; and the words of the 
Holv Book, so prized by Conall, had a wonderful fascination 
tor him. This Sicur, or Patrick, the great apostle of the new 
creed, before whose name Milcho trembled, and whom the 
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Druids feared /had already come to fulfil the prophecies con- 
cerning him, and break the idols of Bel. He would soon be 
in Dalaradia,and then it would be seen, whether he had power, 
or not, over the Druids and their gods. How strange it was 
that he, Mahon, who had scarcely ever heard of the Christian 
creed, should be branded as one, and stigmatized as a traitor 
to the ancient faith of his fathers. This calumny had cost him 
the brightest pearl his heart prized, Sybilla, and drove him 
from her with the brand of infamy upon his brow. And fate 
or misfortune led liim whither? To the last place on earth he 
would wish to enter — the house of a Christian. The more he 
revolved the matter in his mind, the more perplexing he found 
it. Grown wearied with the gloomy thoughts which haunted 
him, and jaded by the long and fatiguing journey of the day, 
he at length succumbed to sleep, ana did not awake until the 
sun was up and the birds singing on the trees. 

A savory odor of venison was diffused around the hut, and 
Owen, as he entered the apartment, invited him to breakfast. 
Conall, Carbre, Ibar and Fcilim, were awaiting him, and as 
soon as he entered, all sat down to the morning repast. 

The meal being finished, Conall reminded his guest of his 
promise of the preceding night, to remain with him until the 
arrival of Patrick in Emania, which could not be far dis- 
tant ; and proposed, as the day promised to be fine, to go on a 
fishing excursion to Lough Neagh. A walk through the woods 
in the morning would be delightful, and they might have an 
opportunity of displaying their skill with the bow on a deer or 
wolf. The offer was readily accepted by the company; and 
after making preparations for the day’s sport, they left the hut 
and entered the forest. The beauty of the day, the mild 
breathings of Summer, and the carol of innumerable birds 
that flitted from tree to tree in joyous happiness and untrain- 
meled freedom, lent a charm to the scene, wliich helped to 
banish from Mahon’s heart the gloom and melancholy which 
oppressed it. Conall, too, by his cheerful manner and sprightly 
tone, contributed materially to that end; and before they 
reached the bank of the lake, Mahon felt in a more buoyant 
mood than he had known for days. 
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Lough Neagh abounded with fish, as did the forests with 
game; they were free to all who chose to follow them, and 
few there were in ancient Erinn, who could not deftly handle 
the spear and bow. TKe chase was the pastime of king and 
peasant at the period of which we write. In peace they fol- 
lowed it, because it resembled war more than any other pastime ; 
and its fatigues and trials prepared them to withstand the stern 
shock and danger of battle. During the intervals of peace, 
they considered it royal sport to hunt the wild boar, the wolf 
and deer; and courted its dangers, “waiting for nobler game 
to come.” But the forests are gone; an embargo is on the 
lakes, the glory of Eririn is departed, and the cold tongue of 
the stranger is heard on the plains, where once the Gael ruled 
in love and freedom. 

Two small boats were hastily launched, and with their long 
spears in readiness, they put out into the lake. So exciting 
was the sport, and so numerous the finny victims, that the 
hours btcle away, unheeded by Mahon, until reminded by Conall 
that the sun had gained its meridian splendor. 

44 Then let us to the shore,” returned Mahon , 44 and cook our 
noon-day meal. This sport has given me an appetite, which I 
would fain appease, before I try my luck on wolf or deer in the 
forest.” 

They returned, and were soon joined by the others, who 
began preparations for their meal. 

“Hist ! ” said Mahon, whose watchful eye had been scan- 
ning the bank, and who suddenly observed a deer in an open- 
ing of the forest with head erect and sniffing the air. 44 Give 
me your bow, Ihar; a slice of that fat buck will be no bad ac- 
quisition to our meal if I can bring him down.” 

Ibar silently handed him the bow, and carefully fixing an 
arrow to the string, the fatal'shaft sped with lightning rapidity 
and lodged deep in the heart of the deer. He si rang into 
the air, and fell writhing in his blood. Ibar and Carbre im- 
mediately proceeded to skin and dress him with their hunting 
knives, while Chvcn and Feilim were busy with the salmon. 
While thus e ngaged, Mahon seated himself on the bank beside 
Conall, and listened to the Gospel which the latter hud brought 
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with him for the purpose. An hour was consumed in this holy 
exercise; and when they seated themselves on the grass to par- 
take of the savory meal prepared for them, the subject of 
Christianity and the coming of the apostle Patrick, ^as re- 
newed. Owen had not been altogether absorbed in the busi- 
ness of catching fish during the hours of the morning. Fie 
had been reciting to his companions, the manner of his con- 
version, and the high hopes he entertained of the redemption 
of Erinn, on the coming of Patrick. Thus were their minds 

f gradually opened and prepared for the words of Conall. They 
istened to him with respect and awe, and gravely hearkened 
to the great truths he taught them. They propounded many 
questions which he eagerly answered, and strove in his own 

g entle, but eloquent and forcible way, to instil into their hearts 
le love of the true God which was burning in his own. As 
yet he could not tell if the seed had taken root ; but trusting 
in the mercy of the Saviour, he hoped and prayed. 

Conall again renewed the conversation, when returning in 
the evening, laden with the spoils of lake and wood ; and before 
retiring for the night, joined with Owen in ] rayer for the 
6peedy conversion oi the Island from the thraldom of idolatry, 
and for the salvation of the guests beneath their roof. If 
Mahon and his friends did not participate in the prayer, it 
seemed to move them, for they remained silent for the rest of 
the night. 

Two days passed awny. On the third morning, Mahon re- 
quested Conall to accompany him through the forest, and 
bring with him his book. Having arrived at a secluded 
spot about a mile distant from the hut, they seated themselves 
on the trunk of a huge oak that had been uprooted by the 
storm. Million requested him to read that part of the holy 
book which told of the sufferings of Him they had crucified. 
Readily he complied, and in a feeling and tremulous voice, 
read for him the passion of the Saviour. He listened in silence, 
and Conall, at tlie conclusion, looking up, found him bathed 
in teal's. 

A holy joy took possession of the Christian’s soul to find him 
thus, and throwing liis arms around him, lie hung on his neck 
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and wept like a child. Their tears mingled together, and 
with a sudden impulse, both knelt on the sod and returned 
thanks to God. It was a holy and happy hour, and one long 
remembered by both with praise and love. 

Their emotion having subsided, Mahon opened his heart to 
his friend, disclosing to him its innermost secrets. He re- 
counted his love for the vestal, Sybilla, and all the incidents 
connected therewith; of die scene in the banquet hall, and 
the reasons which compelled him so abruptly to abandon the 
court of Milclio. 

Conall listened to his hopes and fears, and then in a tone 
sootliing as that of the mother to the babe, told him to be of 
good cheer; that a noble princess, like Sybilla, would never be- 
come the vestal of a false god ; but would spurn his base idols 
from her, and listen to the word of truth, and believe, when 
the Apostle Patrick scattered their creed to the winds, and con- 
founded the Druids, who had cast their unhallowed spells over 
her. 

“ We shall journey to meet him,” he continued, enthusiasti- 
cally, “ and march with him to Dalaradia. We shall assist in 
the conversion of those who seek your life, and humble 
and conquer them with the word of God. The Druids, 
themselves, have foretold their own downfall. Though backed 
up by the kings and cliiefs of the land, they tremble in their 
strongholds, as well they may ; for the conqueror is at hand. 
Fear not, Mahon, for the Princess Sybilla ; for, though she 
were hid in the innermost recesses of the sacred groves, and 
guarded by dragons, yet shall we find a way to enter and save 
her from the toils.” 

These bold words gave courage and hope to the young 
chieftain’s heart, and created a more intense longing for the 
hour to come, when he would behold the bright star that was 
to. dispel the mist of superstition, and give light and freedom 
tc Erinn. 

“It was no common accident that directed your steps to my 
hut,” continued Conall, “ on the night of our first meeting. I 
had dispatched Bratha, a friend of mine, to Lagenia, to bring 
tidings of Patrick ; and, after seeing him safely across the river, 
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was returning to my lmt, when I heard your follower’s horse’s 
cry of agony, and went to your assistance. The hand of God 
guided your footsteps that night, and led you to light and 
victory. Humble as I am, and unworthy, it pleased Him to 
make me the instrument of His desire. When such glorious 
fruit is garnered by the meanest of His followers, what may 
we not expect when His chosen one shall come.” 

“ The Druids are all powerful over the Ard Riagh, and like 
the bards, are wedded to their idols,” returned Mahon. “They 
are learned in tongues, and skilled in reasoning ; are beloved 
by the people, and obeyed by them in all matters concerning 
religion, and it will be a hard task, methinks, to part with an 
old friend for a stranger.” 

“Do you find it so, Mahon?” 

“I know not. I am agitated with conflicting feelings, and 
opposing thoughts are tugging at my heart.” 

“ Y ou are fighting the battle against the evil one. In my 
novitiate, 1 wrestled with his promptings, and almost fell. 
But Ralladius aided me with his prayers. We prayed to the 
Saviour aud His Virgin Mother, and in the end we triumphed. 
Bray, and you shall do likewise.” 

“ Have you not taught me, Conall, that your God is a God 
of love, and that He will assist those who make intercession 
to Him?” 

“ Yes, it is written so in the Book of Truth.” 

“ Then He will aid mo to overcome the promptings of the 
evil one.” 

“ Yes. When Owen and I kneel to-night in prayer, prostrate 
yourself in spirit before the Most High, and humbly crave 
llis blessing and His love. Our prayers shall ascend witb 
your’s, and it may please Him to hearken to our appeal.” 

“ I shall follow your instructions, for your words have sunk 
into my heart, and I would fain believe.” 

“ Oh, Mahon, you shall be blessed with the faith. Before 
you lies a bright and happy future. Think not of the power 
or influence of the bards and Druids; they shall fall from their 
lofty state, and their pride shall be turned to shame. Their 
idols shall become a mockery, and the plough-share furrow 
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their sacred groves. They shall be unknown in the land, and, 
in their place, shall rise temples to the living God, bearing on 
their front the emblem of man’s salvation. A thousand bells 
shall join their harmony in celebrating the jubilee of 'peace; 
and around the holy altars a thousand censors shall burn, 
while the white-robed priests offer up the sacred blood, in 
atonement and expiation of our sins. And you shall have a 
part in the great work. As Prince of Tir-Owen, and chief of 
a thousand followers, your influence within your own territory, 
will be greater than any Druid’s. When the white wand of 
your tribe is placed in your hand, on the Rath of Tullough Oge, 
1 trust it will be grasped by the hand of a Christian; and that 
she who will share your glory, though now a pagan, will be 
then as Arm and as steadfast in Christian fortitude, as were 
Mary and Martha.” 

“ You are sanguine in your expectations, and enthusiastic 
in your prophecies, good Conall ; but you may not see them all 
realized.” 

44 Something tells me I 6liall. But if I do not, they shall, 
nevertheless, come to pass.” 

44 Well, in a little while we shall know all,” replied Mahon, 
sorrowfully, as his thoughts reverted to Sybilla. 

44 Yes,” answered Conall, with a smile, “the power of the 
Druids, and their boasted idols will soon be put to the test. It 
will be an unequal battle, however, for who can prevail against 
the living God I None.” 

Mahon lapsed into silence, but his thoughts were busy. A 
bright hope burned within him, and a strange courage anima- 
ted his heart. As they returned to the hut he fancied the trees 
were fringed with a greener verdure, the flowers wafted a more 
odorous perfume, and the birds sang sweeter, than on the pre- 
ceding morning. The forest was, indeed, glorious. Clothed 
in a mantle of green, the huge and gnarled oaks raised their 
tall heads to the sky, and extended their spreading wings as if 
to woo the traveller to their friendly shade. Ana often, from 
the shadow of their deep boughs, a startled fawn would skip, 
and crossing their path, plunge into the unbroken fastnesses 
of the forest, while the coo of the dove was softly heard 


Digitized by LiOOQle 



88 


mingling with the song of tLe thrush ; or the more tender 
strains of the skylark, as she soared aloft, and poured her 
morning orison to heaven. Beneath their feet, the soft and 
yielding moss, bespangled with flowers of a thousand dyes, 
spread before them in nature’s fairest embroidery, as pleasing 
and delightful to the eye, as luxurious to the foot. High up 
the bodies of the tallest oaks, the honeysuckle and ivy crept, 
and interlaced their tendrils among the branches, clinging in 
fondness to their great protectors. Around the one, the wanton 
bee hovered, kissing the honey from its dewy leaves; and from 
the other the chirp of the wren — the young brood — could be 
heard, as they stretched forth their diminutive necks over the 
tiny battlements of their lofty fortress, to enjoy the bright sun- 
shine, and bask in its warm beams. The hum of the distant 
river added its joyous sound to the melody of the woods, as it 
dashed in fearless freedom over the puny barriers that op- 
posed its way, and laughingly sped on to meet the sea. Na- 
ture seemed in her brightest mood, and the charm was im- 
parted to the heart of Mahon. The spot reminded him 
of the banks of the Braid, and with a sigh, he inwardly 
wished that she was there to share with him the glory of the 
scene. 

They had journeyed about half way to the hut, and had 
stopped to gather some beautiful flowers which grew in their 

{ >ath, when their attention was arrested by the crackling of 
>ranches, and the voice of some one approaching. They 
paused to listen, and as the sounds came nearer, recognized 
the voice of Owen. Breathless and panting, he rushed to- 
ward them, his face perspiring and florid with the exertion he 
had undergone. 

For a moment the heart Conall sank within him, for he 
feared that the soldiers of Milclio had discovered the hiding- 
place of Mahon, and had come to wrest him to judgment and 
death. He trembled, and, in a faltering voice, asked Owen 
what tidings had he to convey. 

“ Good tidings 1 ” answered Owen, as soon as he recovered 
sufficient breath to speak. 44 Bratha has returned from La* 
genia, and Patrick, the Apostle, is in Dalaradial ” 
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“ Now, God be praised !•” exclaimed Conall, falling on hi* 
knees and raising his hands to heaven. 

“The people are flocking in thousands to hear him,” contin- 
ued Owen, “The sick, the lame, the blind, are made whole by a 
touch of his hand ; and, wherever he goes, kings, chiefs, and 
clansmen fall down before the Cross. The great idol of Crom- 
cruah is shattered by his staff; and the Druids are flying from 
their groves and temples, and hiding themselves in the moun- 
tains.” 

“Is not the prophecy being fulfilled, Mahon?” exclaimed 
Conall in a burst of uncontrollable joy. “It is! it is! The 
time is come, and the beloved of the Lord is among us. And 
has Bratha seen, with his own eyes, the saviour and liberator 
ofErinn?” 

“ He has not only seen and conversed with him, but re- 
ceived his blessing. He brings to you a token from the 
Saint.” 

“ O ! what a blessed hour is this ! How my heart yearns to 
gaze upon his face. But tell me, Owen, where does he tarry 
now ?” 

“ At the head waters of the Braid, where he awaits your 
coming. Bratha shall tell you all when you reach the hut.” 

“ Then let us hasten thither. Come Mahon, our deliver- 
ance is nigh. To-night we shall raise the song of joy, and 
to-morrow stand side by side with the great soldier of Christ.” 

Grasping Mahon by the arm, he hurried him along in the 
direction of the hut, which soon appeared to view, with 
Bratha standing on the threshold. 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE MEETING WITH ST. PATRICK. 

••Then round him thronged his fierce wolf-dogs, 

Bran, Luath, Buscor, Ban; 

And loud he laughed and cheered them on 
That hoary reverend man. 

But soon the king his aspect changed 
When the Saint said, scornful lie, 

4 That death thou hast for me prepared, 

Thou surely now shalt die . ,n 

— Hayti Book of BaUadi. 

44 Welcome, Bratha! welcome!” exclaimed Conall, as he 
rushed forward to greet him, and throw himself into his arms. 
44 And thou hast seen the blessed Patrick, and heard the word 
from his own lips t ” 

44 Aye, the saviour of Erin is at hand ; the hour of our re- 
demption is come.” 

44 Let us enter the hut, for my heart is a-fire and drank with 
the glorious tidings.” 

Carbre, Ibar, and Feilim, arose as Mahon entered; and Con* 
all, turning to Bratha, and pointing to Mahon, said: — 

44 Bratha, this is Mahon, the young Prince of Augher. He 
has been sojourning with us for a few days, waiting, like 
ourselves, for the approach of Patrick.” 

Bratha made a low obeisance to the Prince, and his eye 
kindled with pleasure as he looked on his bright and beaming 
face. 

Being seated, Bratha told his eager audience of his adven- 
tures since leaving the hut, and his meeting with St. Patrick. 
The last event occurred on the confines of Lagenia and 
Emania, as the Saint was about setting foot in the Tatter, and 
journeying toward D&laradia, to visit fililcho, his old master. 
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But so numerous were the multitudes that flocked to his stand- 
ard and believed, that he made but slow progress on the way, 
and was often obliged to camp in the valleys over-night, an i 
preach to thousands, who had crowded to see him. It was not 
until the second evening, that Bratha was permitted the happi- 
ness of speech with the good Saint. lie had elbowed liis way 
through the dense throng until he readied the tent, and kneit 
before him as lie appeared. Patrick, seeing him, asked him 
if he believed; whereupon he told him that he was already a 
Christian, and had been sent by Conall to bring tidings of his 
arrival in Erinn. The Saint was well pleased, and blessed 
Bratha, and gave him a cross, charging him to deliver it to 
Conall, and bring his master to him. He would meet him by 
the waters of the Braid, wliich were not then far distant. 
Pleased with the success of his mission, Bratha immediately 
departed homewards. Such, in substance, was the gist of his 
story ; but of the wonderful miracles he had seen performed, 
he never wearied in telling. The little silver crucifix, the gift 
of the Saint, was looked upon by Mahon’s clansmen with su- 
perstitious fear, but was regarded by the Christians with ven- 
eration and love. Conall placed it next his heart; and taking 
the one he had formerly worn, and which was given him by 
Palladius, from his neck, he gave it to Mahon. The latter, 
kissing it, as he had seen Conall do, placed it also in his 
bosom. Feilim, who had become very reticent since the night 
of his arrival, looked at his master with a feeling of dread 
and horror. That the spells of the Christians were cast around 
him, he no longer doubted; for the charm in his bosom was 
ocular demonstration of the fact. A shudder passed through 
his frame, as Mahon received the crucifix from the hand of 
Conall; but, being afraid to utter a remonstrance, wisely re- 
mained silent. 

“ This has been a day of gladness to me,” said Conall, “and 
to-night we shall hold a jubilee in our hut, and pour forth our 
praise to God for our deliverance.” 

“I fear to cast a shadow on your joy, good Conall,” said 
Bratha. sorrowfully, “but 1 have other and adverse news tc 
telL” 
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“ Concerning whom ? ” 

“ Concerning all of us, but especially the Prince of Augh- 
er.” 

“What of him?” asked Conall, excitedly. 

“ The two Princes of Dalaradia, Congal and Cathal, with a 
band of their father’s followers, urged on by the king and his 
Druids, seek his life. I saw them, to-day, pass tliroueli the 
valley of Gluin, as I rested on the top of Slieve-Ther. 1 could 
distinctly hear the yelping of their bloodhounds. I was told, 
when I reached the base of the hill, whom they sought.” 

“In what direction were they going?” inquired Mahon, 
calmly. 

“The path they were pursuing led toward the Braid, and 
my presumption is, that they were returning from Tir-owen.” 

“So much the better for us.” returned Conall. “Patrick 
will meet them on the banks of the Braid, and their cries for 
vengeance will be turned into sighs and lamentations.” 

“1 fear them not,” returned Mahon. “ I feel within me a 
power that delies their vengeance, and impels me forward to 
confront their strength. I shall go to meet the great Apostle 
to-morrow; and, whether for weal or wue, shall be guided by 
his advice and counsel.” 

“Nobly said,” exclaimed Conall, enthusiastically, grasping 
Mahon by the hand, “and, until then, let us forget that any 
cloud looms darkly in the sky; but bask in the sunshine and 
happiness of the present. As I have said, we shall hold 
jubilee to-night, a$d prepare for onr journey on the early 
morrow.” 

That night the harp of Conall sounded a Te-Deum, and 
the borders of Lough Neagh echosed the song of praise and 
thanksgiving, which was wdited heavenward on the wings of 
the western breeze. While darkness yet spread its sable man- 
tle over the woods, and lav like a pall upon mountain, plain, 
and valley, a light gleamed in Conall’s hut, and its eager and 
anxious inmates were up and stirring. A hasty breakfast was 
prepared, which was scarcely touched; and ere the sun’s first 
beams brightened the eastern hills, they were ready to depart. 
Their path toward the Braid, though not long, was rough and 
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dangerous, and was not without peril of life and limb; for 
the road was often precipitous, rugged, and, in some places, 
almost impassable. Bratna, who knew the country well, was 
singled out as their guide, and at sunrise the pilgrims departed. 
The horses were left behind, and turned loose in the woods, 
as it was considered safer to perform the journey over the 
mountains on foot; and in the event of meeting Milcho’s 
soldiers, they could easily hide themselves amid the crags and 
gorges, and rocks, and passes in the mountains. 

With light hearts they set out. Up rose the sun over the 
broad expanse of forest, and shaking the mists from his mane, 
touched with roseate glow, river and forest, plain and hill. 
Far up the beautiful valley, wherein the hut was situate — far 
up the valley of the west — the heavy mists gathered in silvery 
wreaths, and trooped away like shadows of the night that had 
outstayed their time. Soon the hut faded from their view, 
and was left far behind. The murmur of the river was lost 
in the distance ; dark, frowning mountains rose before them, 
and in gloomy grandeur and solitary pride, raised their huge 
peaks, heavenward, clothed in nature’s brightest verdure, and 
wooded from base to summit. Beautiful glens lay smiling in 
the rays of the morning sun, nestled between the hills, where, 
in fancied security and unfettered freedom, the wild deer 
gambolled and browsed. Now, following the course of a 
stream that wimpled drowsily tlirough a tangled grove ; now 
cautiously climbing the sides of a precipitous rock, which 
overhung a deep and darksome gorge ; again plunging into 
the dense and patliless forest, or scaling the slopes of the 
numerous hills that lay in their onward path ; they proceeded 
on their journey, without halting, until the sun gave token of 
the noon-day hour. Besting on the banks of a streamlet, that 
wound its sinuous course through the bosom of a deep grove, 
they prepared their eventide meal, which was most welcome 
and refreshing, after the toilsome and fatiguing march of the 
morning. Though burning with impatience to reach their 
destination, Bratha assured them it could not be accomplished 
before the following day; and, being under his guidance, 
were obliged to curb their impatince, and submit to the mild 
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restrictions which he found it necessary to impose on them. 
After an interval of two hours, he again permitted them to 
resume their journey. 

Conall and Mahon had kept together since morning; the 
latter helping liis aged friend through the most difficult and 
intricate obstacles which impeded their way, and the former, 
when occasion and the nature of the ground offered a chance 
for conversation, instructing and enlightening his young pro- 
tege into the dogmas and mysteries of the holy faith. Tims 
the day passed ; and as the sun set, and the twilight shadows 
cast their weird forms on the lonely woods, they kindled their 
fires, and rested for the night. Bratha assured them, ere they 
retired to rest, that Slieve Mis would loom up before them in 
the morning light, and the waters of the Braid murmur in 
their ears before the sun had reached the meridian. 

Next morning, with light hearts and buoyant footsteps, the 
pilgrims resumed their march. Their hearts were beating in 
unison with the songsters of the forest, and throbbing with 
anticipated joy. With feelings of delight they found them- 
selves nearing their destination, encompassed by the shadows 
of familiar mountains. The distant peak of Slieve Mis rose 
proudlv before them, and loomed aloft, sentinelling the pleas 
ant valleys of Dalaradia. They looked brilliant in the sun- 
shine, with crimson and gold, and green — the living green of 
the forest trees — mingled in luxuriant masses. The gorgeous 
range of mountains seemed to circle the earth with a glory 
like a rainbow, while the coming haze of autumn hung its 
soft illusions over them, vainly endeavoring to subdue their 
brilliant hues. Soon the flowing, silver-voiced Braid mur- 
mured ite primaeval song to their ears; and they beheld the 
mist-wreaths on its bosom, as its waters hurried downward to 
the sea. From the dreary beauty of hoary mountaintop and 
misty river, and picturesque landscape, arose a subtle influ- 
ence which enthralled the hearts of the travellers with a re- 
membered charm. 

44 We are now within a few miles of the valley of the Braid, 
and where the Christian missionary is encamped,” said Bratha, 
as the first sound of the river fell on their ears. 
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u Then let us hasten thither,” exclaimed Conall. 

As his companions shared his impatience, and all wers 
eager to approach the spot, Bratha quickened his footsteps, 
and pressed on. As they proceeded, they observed people of 
both sexes, coming from ail directions of the compass, and 
wending their way toward the goal to which they were, them- 
selves, -journeying. As they emerged on the road that led to 
the valley, vast throngs were in motion, and the plains that 
became visible, were tilled with a dense and smiling crowd. 
From the grey and grizzled veteran who had served in the 
wars of Nitu, armed with spear and shield, and the haughty 
chieftain who could boast ot Ills hundreds of followers, down 
to the gorsoon-bo, or cow-boy, all were there, and eagerly pres- 
sing forward to meet the man of whom they had heard so 
much. Our travellers joined the living stream that was impetu- 
ously surging toward the river, and were borne onward, m its 
swift current, until their course was impeded by the vast con- 
course of human beings that surrounded a little knoll, in the 
heart of the valley, whereon St. Patrick stood, teaching and 
preaching to the people. 

They seemed to hang, spell-bound, on his words, and many 
whose hearts were moved by hi6 teaching and pathetic elo- 
quence, flung themselves prostrate on the ground before him, 
and smote their breasts. Wishing to obtain a nearer view of 
the great Apostle, and come within earshot of his words, 
Conall and lus companions, with difliculty, pushed their way 
through the crowd, and succeeded in obtaining a good posi- 
tion in front of the Saint. 

But what words can paint the joy and delight of Conall 
and Owen i Trembling on the verge of mental rapture, and 
transported with a delirum of joy, they listened to the words 
of the Prophet of God. There he stood before them, the 
Appointed One, holding in his hand the c ross of Christ ; and 
fearlessly proclaiming the creed of the Saviour in the very 
stronghold of paganism. How they hung upon his word, 
and to them each breath dropped balm and hope, and com* 
fort and love. They looked upon him as one coming from 
the right hand of God, whose destiny it was, to curb the licen- 
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tions vices of the ago; to break the idols which a dark idola- 
try had raised in the land ; and substitute the gospel light of 
truth where all, until now, had been darkness and bondage. 

The dignity of St. Patrick, and his personal beauty, com- 
bined with his rare eloquence and fascinating expression, told 
favorably for him, in the minds of those who came to hear his 
doctrines; and, in a manner, compelled them to give him an 
attentive hearing. His long beard, white as the driven snow, 
fell over the sacred vestments which he wore. He held in 
one hand the Crozier or Staff of Jesus, and around him stood 
a dozen of his disciples, dressed in white. He was now sixty 
years of age, but his form was erect, and tall; the bearing 
fearless ; and the brilliancy of liis eye shone with all the un- 
diminished fire of youth. In hushed and breathless silence the 
multitude listened, as the loud and sonorous voice of the saint 
rose high in ringing cadence, and filled the valley with its 
measured and musical tone. He was explaining to them the 
melancholy and sublime details of the passion of our Lord; 
and so forcible and effective were his eloquence and pathos, 
that many an eye became moistened, and the Saint himself 
could not restrain a tear. It was at this moment that Conall 
and his companions had succeeded in gaining a closer prox- 
imity to the Saint ; and, as he unfolded the terrible agony and 
death of the Redeemer, his heart throbbed tumultuously, the 
tears swelled to his eyes and filled with love and adoration, 
mingled with sorrow and contrition, he drew, from his bosom, 
the crucifix and pressed it to his lips. Mahon, who was also 
moved to tenderness by the impassioned words he had heard, 
following the example of Conall, removed from his bosom 
the crucifix which had been given him and held it in liis hand. 
They soon attracted the notice of the Saint, who was then at 
the conclusion of his sermon. With a sweet smile he 
beckoned them towards him. 

Before they could obey, a loud murmur, which soon swelled 
into a crv, arose from the crowd. Swaying backward and 
forward for a moment, then as if moved by some sudden im- 
pulse, the multitude suddenly broke and fled, scattering in all 
directions. A few, however, remained on and around the 
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companions were lost in conjecture, at this strange proceed 
ing of the people, the blast or a trumpet rung in their ears, 
and suddenly, with quick and hasty stride, a band of armed 
men bounded into the valley. Their bronzed and burnished 
spears shone bright in the sun-light, and their bearded coun- 
tenances bore a fierce and angry look. They were the soldiers 
of Dalaradia, led by Milcho’s two sons, Catlial and Conga! . 
Beside the latter stood a tall and savage looking Dalaradian, 
holding in the leash a pack of bloodhounds, whose fiery eyes 
and red protruding tongues, betokened their savage thirst for 
blood. With difficulty their keeper restrained them from 
leaping on the terrified followers of the Saint, who clung 
around him for protection on the appearance of the soldiery. 

Unawed and unmoved, Patrick gazed calmly on the in- 
truders. Singling out Congal, as their leader, he slowly de- 
scended the little mound, and fearlessly confronted liim. Fix- 
ing his eye on the young Prince, who haughtily returned his 
glance, he, in a solemn and commanding manner* addressed 
him: — 

“ By whose authority, and in whose name, do you thus come 
to interrupt the service of the Most High God V ’ 

“ I come in the name of Belus, the god of Erinn, and of 
Milcho, my father, the Kang of Dalaradia, to drag you and 
all your idolatrous followers before him, to suffer the penalty 
of your crimes.” 

M You will find your task a difficult one, Prince,” replied 
Patrick, calmly, “and one which, perhaps, Belus himself could 
not accomplish. Know you not, that the power of Bel is bro- 
ken and his idols scattered to the winds f” 

“ This is blasphemy against the gods of Erinn I” exclaimed 
he who held the hounds in leash ; and his words were echoed 
by the soldiery. “ Let us take him hence, and bear him to 
the king.” 

Mahon, beckoning to his retainers, who immediately fol- 
lowed him, stepped to the front and stood beside the Saint. 
As the soldiers observed him, a cry of vengeance burst from 
their ranks. He heeded it not, but silently looked on, awaiting 
the issna 


Digitized by LiOOQle 



08 


“ There is the renegade,” exclaimed Congal, “ the traitor to 
Bel andhis country !” 

Mahon’s eyes now flashed fire, and his hand instinctively 
sought the hilt of his dagger. But the Saint restrained him. 
Laying his hand on his shoulder, he said : — 

‘‘Peace, be still. They shall not have power to harm you.” 
Then raising in his hand the cross, he held it before them, 
and again addressed Congal: — 

“ Prince of Dalaradia, in my youth 1 tended swine upon 
these hills, and in thy father’s service. I was his slave, ana he 
was to me a good and generous master. But he was a heathen, 
and I often prayed that God would 6lied his light upon him. 
It pained my heart to think that he, so noble, generous and 
brave, should be the dupe of false and worthless gods ; and 
that this land, so fair and fruitful, should be lost to Him who 


died to save it. It has pleased our God to look with deep 
compassion on you, and to send to you the light of gospel 
truth. Unworthy as I am to bear the glad tidings of salva- 
tion, yet to me is it given to teach to Erinn the only true 
faith of the living God. I bring with me the truth that shall 
illumine your soul, and raise you from darkness to light. I 
came to trample on your false gods and prophets, and rend, 
from the evil one, the allegiance due to Clirist, whom I teach 
and adore. Behold the emblem of your salvation ; the cross 
upon wliich He suffered and died, that you might obtain eter- 
nal life ! Bow down your stubborn necks in adoration, and 
cast from you the false and idolatrous idols of Bel 1 For they 
are as false and vile as your Druidical priests are wicked and 
superstitious!” 

But Congal and his followers moved not. A look of dis- 
dain passed over the features of the young prince, and in an 
angry tone he answered: — 

“And does a slave, a swine-herd, dare to preach against the 

f ods of Erinn ? Now, by the sacred fire of Bel, if thy God 
as power to serve thee, call on him, for thou soon shalt want 
his aid to save thee from the death thy blasphemies deserve.” 

“ Let us bring him to the king,” shouted several in a breath, 
danking their spears upon their sliields, and moving toward 
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the Saint. “Let us let the dogs on him, and give chase/* ex- 
claimed their keeper; “it will he rare sport to follow in the 
flight.” 

“Leury is right,” exclaimed his comrades. “ Unloose them 
from the leash, but give the impostor a few paces of a start, 
as it will prolong the sport.” 

“ And seize this traitor, this renegade Prince of Augher,” 
shouted Congal in a loud voice, pointing to Mahon. 

The latter was about to resist, hacked by Ibar, Carbre, and 
Feilim, who drew their weapons, and stood ready for the 
struggle. But a look from the Saint deterred them; and Ma- 
hon, sheathing his weapon, suffered himself to be arrested. 
Two soldiers caught the Saint in their rude grasp, and led 
him a few paces in advance, one standing on each side to 
guard and detain Hm until the dogs were loosened. Leury, 
whose savage heart panted for the sacrifice which he thought 
was about to occur, released the blood-hounds, who bounded 
toward the Saint, yelling and yelping as if they sniffed blood 
and were impatient to taste it. 

Leury hounded them on to attack the Saint, but contrary 
to his expectation, the latter did not run, in fear and trem- 
bling, when the dogs were loosed, and turned upon him; but 
turning his back on the path which he was expected to pur- 
sue, and his face toward his enemies, calmly awaited the ap- 
proach of the fierce blood-hounds. 

“Here! Bran, Luali, Buscar, Ban,” shouted the savage 
Leury to the hounds, “ catch him ! seize him ! Ah! on, good 
dogs, on! Tear the blasphemer and false preacher to pieces !” 

The dogs, urged on by the hand that fed them, rushed to- 
ward the Saint, but stopped when they approached him, and 
whined piteously as if seized with sudden pain, and feared to 
touch him. 

Uttering a fearful malediction, and striking the animal* 
with the whip he carried, Leury again led them to the attack. 

“Seize him, good Bran,” he shouted to the foremost hound, 
patting him on the back. But the hound drew back in terror, 
and abjectly howled on the ground 

“ Curse the dog,” fiercely ejaculated Leury, “the prophet 
of the false God has woven his spells around!” 
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“Your blood be on your own head!” exclaimed Patrick, 
stepping to the side of Leury, and speaking in solemn and 
measured tones. u Your unrepentant heart has wrought its own 
destruction; and, the death thou hast for me prepared, thou 
surely now shall die. Dogs, seize your prey I” 

With a wild yell that rung through the valley, the dogs 
sprang upor their former master, and, despite his frantic ef- 
forts to escape, tore the flesh off his bones ; tore him limb 
from limb, and lapped his blood, in presence of the terrified 
spectators. Consternation seized upon the soldiery. Prince 
Congal, remembering his scornful words to the Saint, trem- 
bled and turned pale. The men who held Mahon in custody 
cut his bands, and tremblingly set him at liberty. A great 
fear took possession of their hearts, and longing to flee, they 
still remained, irresolute and uncertain what course to pursue. 
Even to the mind of Conall, the Christian, there was some- 
thing in this Unexpected interposition of God’s Providence so 
terrible that, for a while, he stood rooted to the ground in as- 
tonishment and fear. Strange to tell, the first who recovered 
from their fright, was Feilirn, who, breaking the bonds in 
which superstition had bound him, rushed towards the Saint; 
and, bending his knee, supplicated him to pray to his God to 
have mercy on him, and grant him the light of faith, as he 
believed in His name and strength. He was quickly followed 
by Mahon, Ibar, Carbre, Owen, and Conall, who reverently 
knelt and kissed the hem of his garment. Prince Congal and 
his followers looked at each other in mute surprise and wonder. 
Cathal, as if moved by some sudden thought, approached his 
brother, and, taking his hand, led him to the Saint. Then 
kneeling before him, asked his forgiven ess and blessing. They 
were quickly followed by the remainder of the band; who, 
casting their spears aside, prostrated themselves on the ground, 
and worshipped the Christian’s God, renouncing their idols, 
and the service of Bel. 

St. Patrick returned thanks to God for this grand demon- 
stration of His power, and ordered them to anse and carry 
the tidings of their conversion to their master, Milcho. 

44 And you, Cathal, and Congal,” he said, addressing the 
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two young princes, u Lie you to yonr father’s conrt, and tell 
him that his former slave is approaching, bringing to him the 
word of life. Acquaint him of the things thou hast witness- 
ed; tell him the reign of Bel is at an ena, and that his idols 
are no longer recognized in the land. I shall meet 1dm to- 
morrow, and put to shame his Druids and Priests of Bel. Be- 
fore the word of God they shall flee, even as the snow before 
the sun.” 

Congal, whose heart was burning with the new faith,, so 
wonderfully made manifest to him, approached Mahon, and 
rnslung into his arms, hugged Ids head on his breast, and wept. 
The generous heart of Mahon was touched, and returning the 
caress, whispered in his ear that he would meet him on the 
morrow at his father’s castle, and together listen to the dis- 
cussion between the Saint and the Druids. Further conver 
sation was stopped by St. Patrick, who was anxious for Con- 
gal to depart, and convey the news to the king. Receiving 
his blessing, the two young princes and their followers, hast- 
ened forward on the path winch led to the castle of Milcho. 

As they disappeared from sight, the Saint, beckoning the 
Prince of Augher and his companions to follow, entered the 
tent which was spread at the base of the knoll, and was im- 
mediately joined by those whom he had invited to his pres- 
ence. 
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CHAPTER X1L 

m m OF SYBILLA’s DEPARTURE FOB THB SACRED GBOYEflL 

I am a thing of feelings, 

And have of late been sickly, as, alas 1 

Thou kno west of sufferings more than mine, my love 1 

In watching me. 

— Werner. 

The sun shone brightly on Milcho’s tower, and on the 
pleasant waters of the Braid. Without, all was gladness and 
beauty, peace and joy ; but within the castle walls, no sound 
of joy was heard ; no din of revelry echoed tlirough the cor- 
ridors; no sound of life broke the dull monotony of silence, 
that reigned throughout the vast and antique pile. Milcho, 
in silent sullenness held communion with none ; and unattend- 
ed and alone, paced the battlements, gazing, with eager eye, 
on the dim ana distant forest, as if he could pierce through 
the gloom, and see beyond, the coming of his deadliest foes. 
Since the departure of the two princes, liis thoughts had 
grown more sullen and morose; and a deep and deadly hatred 
of Mahon and the Christians had taken possession of his 
heart. He watched for the return of his sons, with a fever- 
ish impatience, and cursed the lagging hours of their absence. 

On the second evening after their departure, he was visited 
by Conra, the Druid ; who remained in his apartments long 
after the lights in the castle were extinguished, and the mid- 
night bell had ceased to chime. Save to Conra and Sybilla 
Mdcho gave audience to none; and even Fergus, the aged 
harper, was denied his presence. 

A gloomy melancholy had settled on Sybilla’s heart 1 Tier 
beauty, was still as bright as ever, and perhaps enhanced by 
the hue of the lily, which had lately usurped the place of the 
rose, adding a more fascinating charm to the wondrous beauty 
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of her jet-bbck eyes. But a shade of sorrow lingered on hei 
brow; and at times a half-suppressed sigh heaved her flutter- 
ing bosom, which told of the conflict that raged within. She 
could not hide from the loving gaze of Una, the pain and 
misery that were gnawing at her heart. The latter knew, too 
well, the cause of her sorrow; and endeavored, with all the 
sweet and gentle sympathy of her nature, to banish and eradi- 
cate it. 

But each interview with her father and Oonra, added to 
Sybilla’s grief ; and though she did not disclose to Una the 
nature of these interviews, her foster-sister intuitively divined 
their character. The Druid and her father were preparing 
her mind for the great change which was about to take place 
in her life, and buoying her with hopes of happiness and 
peace, which would be hers, when she became an imnate of 
the holy sisterhood. But Una saw the roses fade from Sybil- 
la’s cheek ; and her step, that was once elastic as the bounding 
fawn’s, become slow and measured. The old tire still shone 
in her eye, but it was evident that her heart was being blight- 
ed by the dread sacrifice she was about to offer, on the altar 
of parental duty. 

She returned the fond and affectionate caresses of Una, as 
of old, and discoursed with pride and pleasure, of her brother's 
love for her, frequently expressing a wish that their union 
would occur before she became a vestal. But the name of 
Mahon never escaped her lips, since the day of his departure ; 
and she forbade Una to mention it. When not engaged in 
conversation with her foster-sister, or the King, she was m the 
habit of seating herself on the bank of the river and pouring 
over the book which Conra had given her. 

One evening Una stole unperceived upon her, and as she 
approached the huge oak, under which Sybilla was seated, 
sue saw the book fall listlessly from her hand, and the fair 
student gaze long and intently on the river. There was a sad 
and melancholy look in her face, and her long dark hair 
which fell in dishevelled masses on her neck, gave to her 
countenance a sadder and paler tinge than it really wore 
Una was about to rush towards her, and seat herself by her 
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Bide ; when at that moment, Sybilla unconscious of being ob- 
served, began to sing, in a low, sweet voice, a plaintive and 
mournful melody. Una stopped to listen, and, ere the song 
was concluded, felt the hot tears trickling down her cheeks : — 

t i 

Rest, weary heart, and sigh no more, 

Thy days are done, thy toils are o’er ; 

Like some lone birque engulfed at sea, 

The storm-king’s wrath has vanquished thee. 

*Tis vain lost pleasure to deplore, 

Rest, weary heart, and sigh no more. 

n. 

The sun may shine with fervid glow, 

The summer breezes sweetly blow; 

The wild and wandering bird and bee, 

8ip honeyed sweets from flower and tree, 

And haply rest when day is o’er, 

But thou, poor heart, can feel no more. 

UL 

*Twas sweet to hear the magic tone, 

That breathed of love for thee alone ; 

Twas sweet to dream of that loved name, 

That woke in thee, proud hopes of fame 5 
But fame, like love, lies wounded, sore 
Rest, weary heart, and sigh no more. 

IV. 

The wild-bird’s note will fill the vale, 

The hawthorn blossom scent the gale, 

But she, who loved the valley’s shade, 

Shall in its breast be lowly laid, 

All toil, and care and sorrow o’er, 

To rest her heart and sigh no more. 

“O! Sybilla,” cried Una, rushing from her hiding place, 
and throwing herself into her arms, “ Why are you so melan- 
choly, and why do you sing in such a sad and tearful strain ? ” 

“ because my heart is sad, dear Una, and the song was only 
the echo of its thoughts and feelings,” answered Sybilla, re- 
turning Una’s embrace and burying her head in her bosom. 

4< Do not give way to your sorrow, Sybilla, it is but a dark 
and passing cloud wliicli appears in the sky at nightfall ; but 
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which must dissolve and disappear in the rays of the rising 
sun. Its darkness has eclipsed your heart for a moment ; but 
the sunshine of the morning will dissipate its murky shadows 
and chase from its path the clouds which have enveloped it. 
I know you are unhappy ; but why, Sybilla, do you try to 
wreathe, with a smile, the painful sensations preying on your 
heart ? Has your Una been so wayward and wild, and so lost 
to confidence, and sense, that her sister fears to confide in 
her?” 

“ I have been yearning to open my sorrows to your heart, 
dear Una, but I feared to add to those vou already bear.” 

“ I have none Sybilla, only for thee.” 

“ Then thou wilt soon be a happy girl, Una ; for, as to-mor- 
row, the day-god sinks in the wave, thy Sybilla shall enter the 
sacred groves, where she will forget all her earthly sorrow, 
and — her earthly love. So my father and Conra have or- 
dained.” 

“ Does not thy heart rebel against the decision of the King 
and Conra?” asked Una. 

“ No ! ” replied Sybilla, “ Willingly I enter the holy sisterhood, 
thankful to the gods for a choice that few can get or claim. 
Why should my heart rebel ? Once it was weak and trusted 
in the fickle, faithless smiles of fortune, and believed, with one 
to share its ioys and sorrows, it could fondly bear life’s bur- 
den to the close. It was a vain and foolish thought, and 
deeply have the gods revenged its perfidy to them. He whom 
I loved and trusted, was a traitor to liis country and his god. 
My brothers loved him fondly as myself, and trusted in his 
honor. What has he become ? To-day, the dearest brother 
of my heart is on his track, and follows on his path to bound 
him down to death. If he escape, a guilty traitor lives, and 
if he dies there's one the less in Erinn. Wronged, outraged 
in my feelings and my love, the sunshine of youth’s happy 
morning dimmed, why should I linger amid scenes of woe, 
when in the cloistered shades, my thoughts will find, if not 
content, at least repose.” 

“ And so, it is decided on the morrow you depart,” said 
Una mournfully, shading her eyes with her hand to conceal 
her tears. 
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w To-mosrow my brothers are expected to return, and Con- 
ra with a train of attendant priests and vestals, shall be here 
to escort me to the sacred groves. Ova, Elie and you, at even- 
tide, shall take farewell of Sybilla.” 

Her voice sunk to a whisper, and, despite her efforts to 
subdue them, she could not restrain her tears. It was the 
first heavy grief which Una’s heart had known, this sudden 
parting from her sister, as she fondly styled her; and, though 
she had learned from childhood to expect the event, the sud- 
den announcement of the separation, brought with it a feeling 
fraught with unmitigated sorrow. 

“ I can scarcely realize, dearest Sybilla,” she said in a low 
and tender tone, “ that to-morrow will place a gulf between 
us, and that we who have ever and always been so near and 
dear to each other, shall separate for life.” 

“ But it will not sever our friendship Una ; we can meet at 
Bealtinne when the great festival of the gods is held at 
Tara.” 


“ Ah ! but Sybilla, who will supply your place when you 
are gone ? ” 

Sybilla put her lips to Una’s ear and softly murmured 
“ Congal. Una blushed, and catching Sybilla’s dark ring- 
lets, held them to her face to hide the rising color on her 
cheeks. 


“ He has now been gone for two days,” continued Sybilla, 
“ and it is time he had returned. The very thought of the 
errand on which he is bent, sends a shudder through my soul. 
I long and yet I dread for his return.” 

“ His errand may be a fruitless one,” returned Una, watch- 
ing her looks as if to read there the unspoken thoughts of 
lit r heart; “He whom he went to seek, is one, if rumor be- 
lies him not, who will not surrender or sell his liberty, at any 
man’s beck or bidding; and I fear me, their meeting will lead 
to blood.” 


“And I am the unhappy cause of it all,” exclaimed Sybil- 
la, hiding her face in her hands, as if to shut from sight the 
dark scene which her imagination pictured. 

“Nay, if the gods ordained it, replied Una consolingly, 
‘•it was not in mortal power to prevent it.” 
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“The fault was mine, Una. I was false to my vows, and 
the gods are already wreaking their vengeance on me. But I 
am resolved, if penitence and tears can wash my sin away, 
my future life shall atone for the erring and sinful past. As 
a daughter of Bel and in the holy sanctuary of the Druids, I 
shall forget all earthly desires, and live for our God alone.” 

Una was about to reply when a rustling among the brandies 
suddenly startled her, and looking up she beheld the dark 
face of Conra the Druid standing before them. 

The semblance of a smile gleamed on his d^k and sinister 
visage, and his eyes sparkled with pleasure at Sybilla’s words. 
He had been concealed in the underbrush, and was an inter* 
ested listener to all they had uttered. 

“ Thou hast spoken well, my daughter,” he said, addressing 
Sybilla, as soon as she had recovered from the sudden start, 
which his appearance had given, “none are happier than the 
virgins of Bel. Thy sisters await thee in the sacred groves; 
a spotless raiment is prepared for thee; thy tire is burning on 
the altar, and the holy priests shall sound the harp to welcome 
thy coming. The sacred maidens who throng the groves are 
weaving for thee, a chaplet which shall adorn thy brow ; and 
when tiiy sacrifice is offered on the altar the gods will accept 
it as thy gift, and be well pleased. We shall come for thee 
to-morrow, and with holy song and hymn, conduct thee to the 
sanctuary. Until then pray to the gods, and may they favor 
thee as thou deservest.” 

W rapping his long mantle around him, and bowing lowly 
to Sybilla, he departed, taking the path that led to the castle. 

His words sunk deeply into the heart of Sybilla. The 
solemnity of the scene in which she w r ould be the central 
figure on the morrow, and the dread ordeal through w hich 
site would have to pass, conspired to fill her mind with serious 
and solemn thoughts, and add to the melancholy which filled 
her heart. The Druid’s words had imparted a greater vigor 
to her resolution, and swelled her breast with a more ardent 
desire to consummate the will of her father. Her sense of 
duty to her parent, combined w r ith her own w T ish to enter the 
sisterhood, served to allay her grief at parting from the 
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world ; bnt despite her ntmost efforts to shake it off, a forbod- 
ing of disaster and evil brooded over her spirits. 

She remained silent and abstracted long after Conra had 
disappeared; and Una, who was also couimuning with her 
own thoughts, uttered not a word. At length Sybilla, heav- 
ing a deep sigh, picked up the book which lay at her feet; 
and waking her companion from her reverie, walked slowly 
towards the castle. 

Early next morning, as the sun was rising over the eastern 
hills, Milcho was awake and stirring. A frown was on his 
brow, and his sunken eyes and haggard look told, that he had 
passed a sleepless night. Stepping on the battlements, he 
turned his face toward the east, and gazed long and anxiously 
in that direction. With a disappointed look he at length 
turned away ; and, with rapid stride, paced uneasily to and 
fro on the walls. As the sun mounted higher his uneasiness 
increased, and with troubled and eager gaze, his eye wandered, 
ever and anon, toward the river, and the path that led to the 
forest. But no sign of living thing was to be seen ; no sound 
was heard but the song of the birds and the ripple of the 
gladsome river. The castle itself, was still as death. The 
few retainers who remained, fearful of displeasing their 
gloomy lord, busied themselves in whatever way they could to 
pass the day which hung heavily on them, and shunned his 
presence. 

He had given up the chase ; all his former pastimes were 
abandoned ; and only when not engaged in his chamber with 
the Druid or his daughter, Sybilla, was he seen by his de- 
pendents. His household seemed to be imbued with the 
gloomy spirit of the master ; they seldom spoke, and then 
only in whispers, as if they feared the sound of their own 
voices. Una, accompanied bv Elie and Ova, was in the habit 
of straving tlirough the woods, or wandering on the river’s 
banks during the greater part of the day, in order to escape ^ 
the painful silence and dull monotony which reigned within 1 ; 
the castle. Sometimes, Fergus, taking his harp, would seat 
himself beneath the walls, and try to amuse the king with 
6ome of the old airs he formerly Lved, and which he knew 
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were his special favorites* But they had no effect on the 
troubled soul of Milcho. There was a wound in his heart 
which music could not cure, and vengeance alone could heal. 
There was a demon tugging at his vitals, which would never 
be appeased until the Prince of Auglier was in his power, 
and the Christian slave, Sicur, destroyed. The Curse upon 
his house should be averted, were it to be purchased by the 
sacrifice of every follower of the swine-herd, v whose figure 
was ever rising up before him, and who, even in his dreams, 
he saw, as it were, with a naked sword, pointing to his breast. 
He cursed the Christian in his heart as he walked the ram- 

I )art8 ; and prayed the gods to annihilate or deliver him into 
lis hands. 

He longed for the coming of Congal, and with burning 
brain, watched, unceasingly, for the glint of his spear in the 
distance. It was now the third day since his departure ; and, 
as vet no tidings of him had been heard. The thought of 
defeat, in the object of his mission, never entered his proud, 
pagan heart; he did not surmise that any unsurmountable 
difficulties lay in his path, or that he would not soon overtake 
Mahon, and capture him. But he remembered that his orders 
were imperative not to return without him, and, if necessary, 
pursue him into his own territory. This last thought added a 
more poignant pang to his troubled spirit; and the idea of his 
son’s capture by Tir-owen’s retainers suddenly flashed 
upon him. But he dismissed it as unworthy of his name, and 
oi a scion of Dalaradia. Congal and Cathal would return 
with the traitor, and the vengeance of the gods would be ap- 
peased. 

Such were the thoughts of Milcho, as he restlessly paced his 
weary beat, in the lone silence of the morning. Grown tired 
at length, and heavy with the thoughts that oppressed him, 
he was about retiring to his chamber, when he observed Sv- 
billa approaching. Tenderly he sainted her, and bade her 
welcome. Seating themselves, with their faces turned toward 
the river, they remained silent for a moment gazing on the 
stream. But their hearts were full, and each was eager to 
eourt sympathy from the other. 
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“ Sybilla,” began Milcho, taking her hand in his and look* 
ing with a father’s pride into her beautiful face, “ to-day, per- 
haps, 6hall seal our destiny; and all the sufferings we have so 
lately endured, shall pass away and be forgotten. If Congal 
returns this evening, thou slialt be borne in triumph to thy 
chosen abode. ,, 

“ But should he not return, father, may I not go ?” 

“No I” he replied, a dark frown returning to his face. “No, 
I have sworn on the altar of Bel that on the day my daughter 
records her vestal vows, on that day shall Mahon die I” 

A shudder passed through her frame as she heard the 
words, and she feared to look upon him, so fiercely did he 
pronounce them. 

“ If he return not to-day,” he continued, “ at sunset, I shall 
send a messenger to intercept Conra and his train. It will 
be but another day in the march of life, and will soon be 
over. Conra must wait ; he and the gods are not more im- 
patient than I am. We discussed this question last night, and 
lie will be prepared for any news I send him. Like myself, 
he marvels much at Congal’s delay.” 

“And think you not, dear father, that some accident may 
have befallen lmn?” 

“No ! it is unlikely. The traitor may have hid in the forest 
or mountain gorges, and baffled, for a time, the hunters on 
his path; but he cannot escape.” 

Sybilla suppressed a sigh and murmured a prayer to the 
gods for his deliverance, in secret, and answered: — 

“ I am prepared and ready to enter the sisterhood to-night^ 
if it is so ordained ; to me it is not a sacrifice, for I know it 
will bring to you peace, dear father, and to me repose.” 

“ It will bring to us happiness, Sybilla, and continue to our 
house that honor and glory which the greatest in Erinn would 
be proud to share.” 

“ That thought will uphold me in my righteousness, and 
nerve me to become more deserving the favor of the gods.” 

“The day on which thou slialt consummate thy vow, shall 
be indeed a day of happiness to me.” 

“ Then may it be soon, for I know thy heart is sore and 
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heavy with sad thoughts. Thou art oppressed with grief, and 
60 laden with the burden of thy woe, tnat even tliy children 
fear to approach thee.” 

“ Have I failed in my love to thee, Sybilla ?” 

“ No ; but there are others equally deserving to share thy 
thoughts. Sybilla, much as she desires her father’s love, 
wishes him to share it with her sisters. He seems to have 
forgotten them, lately, and cares not to caress them as was 
his wont. .Remember, dear father, they will be here to love 
you when I am gone.” 

“In truth, Sybilla, you have reminded me of a duty which I 
have neglected. My thoughts have been so centred on thee, 
that I took no heed of them.” 

“Seel they are leaving the castle and going to the woods,” 
exclaimed Sybilla, tookuig over the battlements and pointing 
to Una and her sisters as they passed through the gate. 
“Shall 1 call them to receive your kiss? Olil it will make 
them so happy.” 

“Do, my child,” answered her father, affectionately patting 
her cheek, and gazing with delight into her dark, dancing 
eyes. “Thou art worthy of thy proud race, as noble as thou 
art loving, and in thy presence I forget my sorrow.” 

Sybilla, on being perceived by those below, beckoned them 
toward her; and with eager delight they rushed to her pres- 
ence. But seeing the king they involuntarily drew back; 
his smile, however, soon reassured them, and as he opened his 
arms to receive them, they sprang forward and kissed him. 
Sybilla was delighted, and her joy shone in her face. 

It vras a beautiful group, and one which a painter would 
love to delineate. The king, forgetting for the moment the 
thoughts that troubled liim, bent down and kissed each fair 
face, as it was presented to him; and laying his hand lovingly 
on d^ch, gave to them his blessing. Then, as he stood erect, 
his tall and massive figure drawn to its full height; his long 
and flowing beard failing over his bosom; his eye sparkling 
with the momentary pleasure that tilled his soul; and his 
noble countenance beaming with a smile; this, added to the 
peculiar, but becoming and magnificent costume which he 
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wore, proclaimed him “every inch a king.” The queenly 
form of Sybilla, in stature above her sisters, so grand and 
impressive in its surpassing symmetry and beauty, presented a 
very striking contrast to those by whom she was surrounded. 
Not but all were lovely, and bright as the summer sun that 
beamed upon them, and were gifted by nature with her* 
noblest attributes; but physically and intellectually she was a 
model wliich a sculptor or poet would like to portray, and 
which the most aspiring of her sex would wish to imitate. 

Ova and Elie were gifted with the sweet and pleasing 
expression of countenance which we see depicted by the old 
masters, in their portraits of the Madonna, and which we 
sometimes, but rarely meet, in those meek and beautiful faces 
wliich we see so frequently beneath the sable hood, which 
denotes the sublime vocation of its wearer — the Sisters of 
Charity. Though on the verge of womanhood, they were 
children in thought and feeling; and the girlish pleasures they 
indulged in were harmless and innocent as their hearts were 
pure. Like Una, they were overflowing with mirth and cheer 
fulness; but when anything occurred to mar their mirth, or a 
passing cloud came between them, they always ran to Sybilla 
for advice and counsel. Their father regarded them as chil- 
dren; but as he now looked upon them, he could perceive 
that, physically, they were blooming into maturity. 

lie permitted them to remain for an hour, and, seemingly, 
well pleased with their mirth, laughed at their frolics, and 
heartily mingled in their sport. Sybilla, believing that her 
kind father had participated long enough in their gambols to 
be fatigued, suggested that they pursue the amusements 
marked out for the day ; and, in the meantime, let him retire 
to procure refreshment needed after a sleepless and weary 
night. 

The young ladies, though wishful to stay, and loth to depart, 
again embraced the king and Sybilla, and following Una, hied 
away toward the banks of the JBraid. Milclio watched them 
until they disappeared in the dense foliage of the forest ; and 
then, with a sigh, took his daughter’s arm and proceeded to 
his private chamber in the tower. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

THE ADVANCE OF THE CHRISTIAN HOST. 

“Lo! 

I’ve lit the lamp which lights us to the stars I” 

SardanapcUm , 

The softening influence of his daughter’s conversation was 
visible on the countenance of Mileho, as later in the day they 
left the apartment and again stood on the battlements. Ilis 
face wore a more placid expression, and his mind seemed more 
at ease. Her countenance shone with a holy resignation and 
love, when she looked into bis, which seemed to endow it with 
even a brighter and more exalted beauty than ever hefore 
beamed upon it. The day was calm and beautiful. Un- 
clouded and serene, the August sun look* d down upon Dala- 
radia. A slight breeze, which gently ruffled the tree-tops, 
waited its cooling freshness to their senses. The peaceiul 
repose in which the valley lay was unbroken, save by the song 
of the birds and the rippling of the stream. A halo of light 
hung over that quiet valley, and a mantle of beauty and bright- 
ness enfolded it in its embrace. The picture outspread before 
them, in all its enchanting loveliness, infused a brighter gleam 
of sunshine into their hearts; and still farther servecTto calm 
the troubled brow of Mileho. 

“Methiuks, father,” said Sybilla, as her eye feasted on the 
scene, “that never before did the sun-god shine so fair 
upon Dalara* in. Never have I seen so sweet a summer, or so 
bright a day as this. The smile of our god seems more beau- 
teous and potent, since I repented of my weakness; and my 
heart is more at rest.” 

u The eye of Bel penetrates the human heart. He brooks 
not perfidy in his votaries; and the light of his eye will dim 
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and blast, with death, these Cliristian dogs who rail against 
h)6 power !” 

“Their vain and impious creed, the product of some barba 
rous land, can find no foothold here while Conra and his holy 
Druids minister at his shrine.” 

“ ’Twere pity if it did, Sybil! a. There are bold hearts in 
Erinn, and die! we embrace it, our glory and our freedom 
were undone. Laegari, the soft son of Nial, slumbers on his 
couch when his hand should grasp the spear. He has shed no 
lustre on his reign, and while he toys with the soft tresses of 
the Lagenian maidens, or tarries at the wine cup in the ban- 
quet hall, his borders are left defenceless to the incursions of 
barbarians; and idolaters are left free and unmolested to 
practice their base and degrading doctrines.” 

“But surely he hearkens not to their teachings, father! 
He cannot bo so unmindful or so base as to forget the glory 
of his country, and his duty to the gods I”* 

“Search your own heart, Sybiila, and try to find a parallel.” 

The blood forsook her checks, and a tremor shook her 
frame, as her father slowly pronounced the words ; and trem- 
bling, leant on the battlements for support. By an effort, she 
suppressed the feelings that took possession of her, and boldly 
raised her eyes; but his face was averted, and his gaze was 
riveted on the highway that led from Tir-owen to the castle. 
His words, though they stung her to the soul, had not a taint 
of displeasure or contempt hi tiiem. They were spoken more 
in sorrow than in anger. 

“’Twas but to-day, dear father, and a few hours ago, that 
your Sybiila vowed her heart was Bel’s and Bel’s only. 
Before the day-god sinks to rest, that vow will be consum- 
mated.” 

• “Tins Ard Riagh. — There was indeed, in Erin, a chief superior to all 
the rest, who was called the great king (Ard ltiagh), or king of the country, 
and who was chosen by a general assembly of chiefs of the different pro- 
vinces; but this elective president of the national cot federation, swore to 
the whole nation, the same o iths which the chiefs of the tribes swore to 
tluir n*sjxdive tribes— -that if invariably observing the ancient laws and 
hereditary customs.”— T flier) y » Norman Conquest. 
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“I did not mean to pain you, my child. But the heart is 
prone to error, and when you, a daughter of the royal line of 
Nial, could for a moment forget your duty, why not Laegeri ? 
Weakness does not alone belong to woman. All men are not 
born with stem and rugged souls. Some are brave and noble ; 
others weak and vacillating. But as you appear before me 
now, I feel, I know, that there is no danger, however fearful, 
no ordeal however painful, and no sacrifice too dreadful that 
you could not undergo for your country and religion?” 

“ To me it is no sacrifice to devote myself to Bel. I pine 
for the hour when I shall become a vestal. But did my reli- 
gion and my country require that I should suffer, believe me, 
that the daughter of Milclio of Dalaradia, would be equal to 
the test.” 

“ Spoken like a daughter of Erinn, and the daughter of a 
race of kings! Were Nial still our Ard Riagh you were 
fitted to share his throne. But who is greater than a bride of 
Bel?” 

“ None. To be such my great ambition leads I” 

“Thou art worthy of thy house, Sybilla! Despite the dark 
forbodings which have lately filled my soul, it shall still retain 
its splendor and glory, and Dalaradia exult in pride and 
fame.” 

“It has always ranked with the greatest at Tara, for deeds 
of arms, chivalry, music and poetry, and never shall its fame 
be dirnned by me.” 

“ Thou speakest truly, child, and never wert thou so dear to 
me as now. The image of thy beautiful mother rises up 
before me, as I gaze on thee. Thou hast all her beauty, anti 
the spirit of thy brave brothers, Congal and Cathall Would 
that they were come I My heart would be at peace did they 
bring with them the traitor Mahon, and the Cliristian Sicur. 
I long to embrace them for the deed. ’Tis time they had 
arrived.” 

“ The day-god is yet high in the West, and they may come 
before Conra and his train arrives.” 

“ May Belus grant it But ’tis time they were here.” 
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“ Some one approached by the river’s bank. I see them 
emerging from the trees.” 

“ It must be they. We expect none else.” 

“No, it is Una and my sisters. They are running.” 

“They come to tell of Congal’s near approach.” 

“It may be so. Now, as they come near, I can perceive 
their hair dishevelled and their cheeks flushed from their hur- 
ried race. They bear some tidings.” 

“ ’Tis of Congal. Beckon them to the battlements.” 

Sybilla did as commanded, and with a smile saw her sisters 
approach. Their long hair, loose and floating around them, 
their dresses torn and in disarray, and the strange look that 
flashed from their eyes, told that they bore unusual tidings, 
and that something of an extraordinary character had occur- 
red. Breathless and panting they flung themselves on their 
knees before the king, unable in their excitement to utter a 
word. 

“What means this unwonted behavior ?” impatiently ex- 
claimed Milcho. “ Rise, and tell me have you seen your 
brothers?” 

“We have seen greater than our brothers, and greater than 
thou, father. We have met one even greater than the Ard 
Riagh himself,” replied Ova, raising her clasped hands to 
give emphasis to her words. 

“He is greater than Bel, and tramples him into the dust,” 
exclaimed Elie, bowing her head. 

“What means tliis, Una? Has the evil one taken posses- 
sion of these girls, that they have become so demented 1” 

“They but speak the truth, O King! What they have seen 
I myself have witnessed.” 

“Then in the name of Belus and all the gods, do not keep 
us longer in suspense. Speak !” 

“We have met the holy Sicur , and have become Christians.” 

“ God of my Fathers! can this be true ?” exclaimed Milcho, 
smiting his forehead with his hand and staggering against the 
battlements. 

Sybilla remained mute and motionless as a statue. She 
seemed transfixed by astonishment and terror. Her distended 
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nostrils and heaving bosom told plainer than words, of the 
conflict that raged within. Una needed not the impression 

her words created, but continued 

44 We met him in the valley, by the Braid. Vast multitudes 
were flocking around him, and in the face of open day, he 
declaimed against Bel, and performed miracles that none, 
unless armed with the power of a god could accomplish. He 

E reached to us and taught us the precepts of his iaith. We 
stened and believed. Casting forever from us, the spells 
which the Druids wove, we embraced his creed and were 
baptized Christians. And, O king Milchol thon who hast 
been to me a friend and father, go forth to meet him! 
Sybilla ” 

44 Talk not to me, base ingrate ! Thou hast brought shame 
and dishonor on the house that sheltered thee,” exclaimed 
Sybilla, recovering from her stupor and taking her place by 
her father’s side. 

44 Get thee hence!” thundered the king. 44 There is pollution 
in thy touch. As for thou, degenerate daughters of mine, 1 
shame that thou shouldst call me father.” 

• 4 O father ” 

44 O Sybilla” — pleaded Ova and Elie, entreatingly. But 
they would not listen. Spurning them from him, Milcho 
turned to Sybilla, who, bursting into tears, flung herself on 
his bosom. 

44 Would that thy brothers were here, Sybilla,” he exclaimed 
in agony, pressing her to his heart. 

“We are here, father. Cathal and I are here,” exclaimed 
Congal as he and his brother at the moment appeared. 

“Ha! thou art welcome. Ho son of mine at least, shall 
ever bring disgrace upon my name. Where is this Sieur and 
the traitor Manon ?” 

44 They approach, father, and will soon be here.” 

44 Then may the vengeance of the angry gods fall down and 
crush me, if they do not perish within an hour!” 

“Thoucanst not harm them, futher. They are protected 
by a mightier power than the false gods of Erie !” 

Milcho started. Not daring to believe his ears, yet fearful 
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of the truth, and withal hoping that he misinterpreted the 
words of his son he turned from liim to Oathal, and from the 
latter to Sybilla, who had withdrawn from his arms and dried 
her tears at her brothers’ approach. But neither spoke nor 
moved. 

“ Didst thou not say, Congal, that the prisoners are ap- 
proaching f ” 

“ Sicur and Mahon are approaching, father, but not as pris- 
oners. They come as liberators. Sicur is the servant of the 
Most High God, to whom is given the power of crushing the 
idols of tlie land. Before lnm they are dumb, and crumble 
at his touch. The Druids cannot prevail against him. The 
great fall down and worship the God whom he adores. 
The wonders he performs surpass the compass of men’s 
thoughts. We could not harm him. By a look he changed 
cur hearts, and our weapons became powerless in our hands. 
We met to war against him, but he changed our hatred to 
love; and our stubborn hearts were filled with the light of 
truth. We sought him in hate, but his word prevailed; and 
now we worship the God of Sicur ; we are Christians !” 

“Accursed may you be, and thrice accursed be him who 
has wrought this evil on me!” exclaimed Milcho, unable 
longer to control his passion. A fierce war waged within his 
breast. He grasped his dagger fiercely, and a dark scowl 
overspread his countenance. Sybilla, weak and trembling, 
pressed her hands upon her bosom, to still the angry tumult 
that tugged at her heart. The king’s rage was fearful. With 
an angry malediction he approached his son, and brandishing 
his dagger, fiercely exclaimed : — 

“Base son of mine, my first born and best beloved, I could 
strike thee dead at my feet for thy treachery, but that I know 
this Christian dog has encompassed thee wdth his spells. But 
the evil he has wrought shall be atoned for, and avenged. 
He has caused my own children to rebel against me ; and, by 
the glamour of his tongue and subtlety of his heart, has 
invaded my very household. The weak and ignoble swine- 
herd conspires against his master. But though lie has invei- 
gled the hearts of my children, I have still some true followers 
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left ; and, by the light of Bel, this base-born slave shall reap 
the reward of his crimes. Hoi Warder, sound the signal to 
man the battlements, and let every Dalaradian warrior hasten 
to his post I” 

“Father, your commands are vain. Of all your warriors 
and chiefs not one remains to answer your call. They are 
with Sicur, and are no longer worshippers of the sun-god or 
the idols of Dalaradia. Even now, you can hear them ad- 
vancing to crush them with their hands.’* 

Milcho looked in the direction indicated by his son, and 
could hear the murmur of a mighty multitude approaching. 
No warrior answered to his call. They had deserted him, 
and their treachery smote him to the heart. Dashing the 
dagger, in anger, against the battlements, he looked sternly at 
his sons. Cathal and Congal, joined by their sisters and Una, 
who had lingered in a niche, fell on their knees, and implored 
him not to meet the Saint in anger, but accord him a hearing. 
They prayed and besought him to curb his passion, and, with 

f mtience, hear andjudge for himself. But their words were 
ost on Milcho. The stubborn pagan spumed them with con- 
tempt, and ordered them from his presence. Fearful that his 
wrath would overpower his reason, and urge him to some dark 
deed, perhaps murder, the brothers obeyed, and with their 
young sisters and Una, silently left the castle. 

Turning to Sybilla, who now stood calm and erect, with 
folded arms, he looked into her face. It was pale, but courage 
and determination were written there. Her eye unflinchingly 
met his, and as the sounds came nearer to their ears, he ad- 
dressed her : — 

“ Of all my children and followers, not one remain true I” 
“ Yes, father, there is one — Sybilla. Test her love.” 

“ Will you remain true to the faith of Bel, and spurn this 
swine-herd who approaches ?” 

“I will.” 

“Will you meet death before you break your vow f” 

“ Yes, if my father determines sol” 

“It is so determined. In one hour I shall be in the para* 
dise of Belus.” 


Digitized by LiOOQle 



120 


“Then I accompany you. I am ready for the sacrifice.* 

“Then one last embrace on earth, my daughter. I shall 
fire the castle, and together we shall wing our flight to the 
gods!” 

44 Praise be to Belus ! Such a death were better than a life 
of slavery. I shall meet it unflinchingly ; and while the flames 
crackle around me, turn my eyes to the sun-god, and my last 
look shall win a smile from him.” 

“ Noble Svbilla! This moment repays me for all the tor- 
tures which have wrung my heart, at the desertion and treach- 
ery of my children.” 

Clasping her to his bosom, father and daughter remained 
for a moment in a last, loving embrace. Gently disengaging 
liimself from her arms, he kissed her cheek, and leaving her 
alone on the battlements, hastened below to execute the fear- 
ful and desperate deed he had planned. 

Bolting tne large iron gates which barred the progress of 
the advancing enemy, and gathering all the inflammable matter 
within liis reach, he applied a burning pine torch, and, in a mo- 
ment, the castle was in a blaze. He gained Syb ilia’s side as 
the Cliristian host, led by Saint Patrick, appeared before the 
walls. At the same time Conra, the Druid, and a train of 
priests, could be perceived moving, in another direction, to 
ward the castle. 
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CHAPTER XIY. 

THE DOOM OF THE UNBELIEVER. 

01 the loud flames upward springing! 

0 1 that fierce yell within 
And, without, that stormy laughter ! 

Like rooks across a sunset winging, 

Dark they dashed through glare ana din, 
Under rain of beam and rafter! 

Oh ! that death-shriek heavenward ringing ; 
0 1 that wondrous silence after. 


Bhe stood like a queen, and her vesture green, 

Shone out as a laurel sun-lighted ; 

And she sang a wild song like a mourner’s keen^ 

With an Angel’s triumph united. 

— Aubrey De Vert. 

Mahon’s heart beat high with hope, and sweet emotions 
mingled in liis soul, when Congal, the friend of his boyhood, 
flung away liis spear, and, with all the fervor which the new 
faith inspired, rushed into his arms. How different were the 
feelings that possessed him now, from those that had per- 
plexed and tortured him, since his last meeting with Sybilla. 
The extraordinary power displayed by Patrick, the Christian 
Apostle, at first bewildered his mind, and he looked with fear 
upon him. But the good Conall was ever by his side ; and 
his loving promptings, and wonderful faith and hope, soothed 
and inspired him, until a glowing ardor burned within him. 

As they entered the tent, St. Patrick beckoned them to seats 
which were arranged around it. His own stood in the centre, 
while Conall, Owen, and the young Prince occupied those 
nearest the Saint. For hours they sat spell-bound, listening 
to his words. It seemed as if a ray of the divine love, which 
burned within his own heart, was imparted by his eloquence 
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fco theirs. All their former timidity vanished; their doubts 
disappeared like the mists of the morning, and a burning 
tind consuming love filled their veins. Before that holy man 
of (rod, the clouds of superstition, which had veiled their 
souls, were dissipated; the mysteries and evil rites of Druidic 
worship, which had so long trammelled them, were dispelled ; 
mid they etood erect in the sun-light of God’s love, strength- 
ened, ransomed and redeemed. 

Fourteen centuries have since passed away. Time, in his 
flight, has wrought many changes. Nations have fallen. Em- 
pires have crumbled into dust. But the faith planted by the 
despised swine-herd of Slieve-Mis, still lives and burns as in- 
tensely bright in the Irish heart as when first taught in the 
valley of the Braid. Nourished by the hand of God, it lives 
and fructifies; and the Word spoken on Slieve-Mis, has been 
wafted to the uttermost ends of the earth. Esto Perpetua . 

At the time appointed, they set out for Milcho’s castle. 
Their road lay along the winding banks of the river. The 
Saint, dressed in his sacred robes, and followed by his acolytes, 
led the advance. After them came Conall, Mahon, and Owen, 
with Ibar, Feilim, Carbre and Bratlia. As they proceeded, 
hundreds of people, bursting down from the hills, or swarm- 
ing from the valleys, joined them on the march. The fame 
of the miracle performed so recently, and on the very ground 
they trod, and the violent death of Leury, had spread with 
lightning rapidity ; and, the people, astounded at the deeds of 
the extraordinary man among them, left their homes, and 
hastened to see and hear him. 

Mahon, with beating heart, gazed upward to Slieve Mis, as 
its tall summit appeared to view, above the surrounding plain, 
lie had often trod its wooded sides in chase of the red deer 
and wolf, and on his return, with bounding heart, looked up- 
wards to the battlements of the castle to catch a glimpse of 
Sybilla, or win a smile from her. A few turns more on the 
curved banks of the river, and he would be approaching the 
woods where he had often sighed her name to the summer 
winds, or left the chase to indulge, alone, in day-dreams of 
hope and love. Breathing a prayer to God and His Blessed 
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Mother, for her speedy conversion, he hopefully journeyed 
on. 

Nor was Saint Patrick himself unmoved at the scene around 
him. What boundless recollections must have crowded upon 
his memory, as he traversed each well-known spot! Pull 
thirty years had elapsed since his flight, and the angelic vis- 
ion which had made that flight so memorable ; yet the place 
was little changed, and even yet the natural features of that 
part of Dalaradia are scarcely altered. The very name of the 
stately basaltic hill, now called Slemish, and then Slieve-Mis, 
bears the same sound, while its appearance remains the same.* 

When within a mile of the castle, where the banks sloped 
gracefully to the river, St. Patrick halted. Mahon, who had 
fallen behind his comrades, busy with his own thoughts, was 
roused from his reverie by the occurrence. The crowd was 
eagerly pressing forward, and exclamations of wonder and 
delight were heard among them. Crushing his way through 
the dense throng, he, with some difficulty, reached the side of 
the Saint. About twenty minutes had been consumed in the 
effort* Before him he saw three young and beautiful maidens, 
with heads bent down, and their hands clasped in humility 
on their bosoms. Their long tresses fell in abundant waves, 
far down their backs, and their costumes bespoke their high 
rank. He could only see the outline of one of their faces, as 
the Saint stood before him with his hand uplifted over their 
heads. 

“Believe ye, that by baptism you put off the sins of your 
father and your mother i” asked tlie Saint, and the three 
maidens, in soft and musical tones, answered together: — 

“ W e believe.” 

“Believe ye in repentance after sin ?” 

“We believe.” 

“ Believe ye in life after death 1 Believe ye the resurreo 
tion at the day of judgment ?” 

“We believe.” 

“Believe ye the unity of the church!” 

•life of St, Patrick. 
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u We believe.” 

“ Then I shall baptize you in the name of the Father, am 
of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost, and make you children o 
the only true and living God !” 

The voice of the multitude was hushed. They believed 
solemn and mysterious rite was pending. They held thei 
breath, and, with bowed heads, awaited its termination. The; 
spoke not, nor questioned each other, for their souls wer 
tilled with wonder and dread, and they knew not what change 
this man might work in Erinn.* 

The rite being concluded, St. Patrick blessed them, an 
pointing in the direction of Slieve-Mis, said : — 

“ Daughters of Milcho, return to the castle, and tell you 
father, the King of Dalaradia, that Sicur, his former slav 
and bondsman, has returned to his old master, and brings wit 
him the Word that shall give him light and life.” 

The maidens bounded away at liis bidding, and soon disaj 
peared among the trees. 

Mahon heard the words of the Saint, and looking towar 
the spot where the maidens stood, beheld in them, Una, wit! 
Ova and Elie, the sisters of Sybilla. A wild and passionat 
hope took possession of liis heart, that their unexpected an< 
speedy conversion, would result in that of Sybilla and her father 
and yielding to the influence of the thought, he involuntaril 
flung his arms above his head, and cried in a loud voice— 
“Blessed be the God of Patrick! The Christians’ God!” Th 
multitude re-echoed the shout and with hozannas on thei 
tongues again resumed their march. 

They had proceeded but a few paces when a hand was lai 
on Mahon’s shoulder ; and turning, he saw behind him a n 

• 41 While he spoke, men say that the highest tide 
On the shore beside Colpa ceased to sink ; 

And they say the white deer by Mul la’s side. 

O’er the green margin bending forbore to drink; 

That the Brandon eagle forgot to soar ; 

That no leaf stirred in the wood by Lee; 

8uch stupor hung the island o’er, 

For none might guess what the end might be.” 

“Innitfail and otfier poems” by Aubrey de Vert 
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tamer of Milcho. He was panting and breathless, ant/ by his 
eagerness seemed the bearer of some important intelligence. 

have news for you, Prince, which I think it my duty to 
communicate.” 

“ And what is it, good Artgal ? ” 

“ Conra the Druid, with a train of priests and followers, is 
now approaching Milcho's castle* to bring liis daughter, Sy- 
billa, to the sacred groves.” 

A ]>ang shot through Mahon’s heart, for well he knew that 
once in the recesses of the Druid’s groves, the Ard Riagh him- 
self, dare m*t approach her. Endeavoring to smother the fierce 
thoughts that rushed through his brain, he eagerly questioned — 

“ How know you this* Artgal ?” 

u I, with the rest of Milcho’s followers have deserted him, 
and wish to be a Christian. Being on guard on the battle- 
ments I was the last to leave. The King and the Princess Sy- 
billa were there, while I was pacing my rounds ; and from some 
words which dripped from them, and from the eager glances 
which they ever and anon directed toward the path which 
leads to the. sacred groves, I became convinced, that on this 
day, the Princes** would become a Yestal, and that the Druid, 
Conra, would convey her to his abode. My conviction be- 
came a certainty, when, a few hours after, I deserted my 
master, and fleeing to the woods, unobserved, sought to cross 
the river and meet the Christian on his way. For I was told 
he was coming by a different path than that which led by the 
groves. As I reached the river the sound of voices fell on my 
ear. Secreting myself behind a rock, where I could not be 
perceived, I beheld Conra, with a large train of Druids and 
attendants, hurrying to the castle, lie walked at some dis- 
tance in front, accompanied by a tall, dark and swarthy Druid. 
Their tunics were concealed by long, flowing mantles which 
completely covered them, but I could perceive that each car- 
ried a skein. They paused a moment beside where I lay con- 
cealed,, and in the tew w’ords they uttered I caught the names 
of Sybilla and Mahon mingled, with fierce threats of ven- 
geance against you. As soon as they passed, I made my way 
with all speed to join the Christians, hoping to find you 
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among them, for we all knew at the castle that yon were one.* 

“ How long ago is this, good Artgal ?” 

u I have swam the Braid and ran three miles since.” 

u Think yon they have gained the castle!” 

“ ’Tis scarcely probable. A good runner might outstrip 
them yet.” 

“ Then, Artgal, if he does, and Sybilla is saved from the 
clutches of that evil Druid, there is notliing in all broad Tir- 
owen that yon may not command I” 

“ Haste, my Prince. Conra is artful as he is wicked, and has 
cast his spells over the Princess and her father.” 

“ Let me but see her, and all the Druids in Dalaradia will 
not wrest her from me 1” 

“ Then go. I am too exhausted to aid you, and to you, 
every moment is precious.” 

Bounding through the dense crowd before him, and brush- 
ing them aside like dew from heather, he paused not in liis 
eager impetuosity until he reached the side of his giant fol- 
lower Ibur. His comrades and Owen were walking together, 
close behind Conall and the Saint, who were discoursing on 
the journey. Hastily communicating the intelligence, Mahon, 
followed by his friends, leaped from the path and rushed 
wildly through the woods. 

It is probable, that at any other time the herculean strides 
of Ibar and Owen would have far out-distanced him ; but in 
the wild excitement of the moment, his feet seemed to keep 
time to the rapid whirl of his thoughts, and the quick beat- 
ings of his heart. Through tangled brushwood ana groves of 
fir ; through furze and brush and broom ; over rocks and 
mounds, clearing every impediment in his way, he ran. The 
thought uppermost in his mind was, that Sybilla was in the 
Druid’s possession and would soon be lost to him for ever. 

“On! Comrades, On! Follow me !” he shouted as he went, 
and the rustling of the branches behind told him they were 
close in his footsteps. For half an hour without pause or 
break he pursued liis reckless way, until, through a clearing 
in the trees, the towers of the castle came in sight. He had 
reached the spot opposite the little grove where Sybilla first 
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confessed her love, and where he was so abruptly confronted 
by the Druid. Pausing a moment as he reached the bank, to 
see if his comrades were following, he turned to Ibar and 
Owen as they approached and shouted — 

“ Plunge into the river ! It is the nearest way to reach the 
castle !” 

Punning down the bank with headlong speed, the three 
comrades leaped into the river, and in a moment the bold 
swimmers were battling with the current. They reached the 
shore in safety, and following the well-known path that led 
to the principal entrance, soon stood before its portals. 

Conra and his Druids were not visible. No human voice 
fell on their ear, but the piteous whining of the chained 
hounds in their kennels, and the wild shrieking of the steeds 
in their stalls, were heard with fearful and startling vivid- 
ness. The smoke in dark wreaths was bursting from every 
window in the castle, and forked tongues of flame were leap- 
ing and liissing in circles round it. The castle was on fire 
and from court to turret, the fierce and angry flame extended. 
Mahon rushed to the gate and found it barred. In his despair 
at finding no entrance, he wildly shrieked the name of Sybilla. 
He was answered by a cry from the battlements. Looking 
up his blood almost froze with horror when he beheld Sybilla 
and her father, facing the advancing flames, which were now 
nearing the place on which they stood. Congal and Cathal 
with their sisters, now appeared and a cry of despair broke 
from their lips. They had been waiting in one of the gardens 
of the castle, since their dismissal from their father, hoping 
that as soon as the Saint appeared, his words would change 
the obduracy of his heart. But the unexpected and dreadful 
sight that met their eyes, paralyzed them with fear. 

‘‘Sybilla! Sybilla!” cried Mahon in entreating tones, but 
his voice was drowned in the mocking and derisive laugh 
©f Milcho. Looking down from his airy height, and waving 
a blazing pine torch over his head he answered — 

“ Accursed be your God ! And thrice accursed thou,ignoblo 
traitor of Tir-owen !” 

“ There,” cried Sybilla, pointing to the sun, “ There is our 
God ; the God of our fathers. 0 Belus ! to thee I come ! 
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A piercing shriek went up to Heaven from the little group 
below. In a few moments all would be over. The crackling 
of the flames increased, and the smoke, now growing denser 
near the battlements, hid them from sight. 

“ Let us try the gate again, and with our united strength 
batter it down 1” shouted Mahon wildly, maddened by the 
sight before him. 

Una, Ova and Elie, with bowed heads, and tears stream- 
ing down their cheeks, knelt in prayer. Congal and Catlial 
stood motionless Feilim and Carbre, who were left behind 
in the race, reached the spot as Mahon, Ibar and Owen rushed 
a second time against the gate. Their united efforts failed to 
6liake it, and they might have wasted their strength in useless 
struggles, had not Carbre come to their aid. A huge beam 
of oak, which once was destined for a pillar in the banquet 
hall, but which had been thrown aside, and covered with moss, 
lay half buried in the grass, at no great distance from the cas- 
tle. This Carbre perceived, and taking in the situation at a 
glance, rushed to the spot where it lay. By a violent effort, 
they raised it from its bed, and summoning all their strength, 
with one united blow, landed it against the gate. Anotlier fol- 
lowed, and with a crash it came tumbling down, bringing with 
it, splinters of the oak pillars to wliich it had been fastened. 
All this was but the work of a moment. Scarcely two minu- 
tes elapsed since Mahon gained the castle, till he and his com- 
rades were rushing up the steps that led to the battlements. 

Meantime, the faercc, old pagan, Milcho, looked with glad- 
dened eye and exultant heart on the dark deviltry his hand 
had wrought. He could see in the distance, the advance of 
Sicur and his Cliristian host, and looked with scorn upon them. 
His proud spirit could not brook the teachings of his former 
6lave. He, a king of lordly Dalaradia, to bend in abject hom- 
age to a slave and swine-herd ! The thought was maddening, 
and with demon glee he waited for the moment when Sicur 
would appear, to plunge into the seething and boiling mass of 
flames tiiat would soon be upon him. 

Sybilla, like a Pythoness, proud, grand and beautiful, with 
her arm extended to the Sun, and her long, dark hair waving 
wound her neck, stood beside her father. She ho ~?d no* 
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the words lie spoke, though lie ceased not to hurl his male- 
dictions against his advancing foes, but gazed upon the sun- 
god, and offered up her prayers with firm and undiminished 
fervor. 

“ O Bel ! the God of Erie and of my fathers, receive thy 
Vestal. To thee was I dedicated from my youth, and to thee 
I offer up my life. May the sacrifice avert the evils which 
threaten Erinn, and may my example be the means of resto r- 
ing to thee, those misguided and erring men, who have taken 
to false gods and wandered from thy shrine. Thou art an- 
gry with thy people for being led astray ; but O ! let not the 
glory of Erie depart. .Smite with tliy frown, those ignoble 
serfs approaching, who follow the banner of the foreigner 
and scoff at thy name. Let not thy idols be trampled in the 
dust ; thy sacred groves desecrated, or our proud banner of 
the sun-god fall ! See ! they come to rend thy temples, and 
trample on thine altars ! Their voices can be heard now, even 
in the sacred groves. And he, who was once the meekest of 
slaves, is here, here, within our sacred precincts! I see him 
with the evil symbol in his hand ! O father !” 

“ He comes, my daughter. But look ! See, where the day- 
god’s beams smile brightest on the grove — there — where the 
sacred oak extends over rock and river, Conra approaches. 
He comes to claim you as a Vestal. It is the appointed hour. 
Thou art a daughter of Bel, and when the altar fires art 
bright, thou shalt not be forgotten. A thousand virgins 
shall pray for thee, and thy memory remain green in their 
hearts. The herd approaches. And now one kiss, one look at 
Bel, and then for the warrior halls of Heus ! Follow me!” 

The Christians were now in sight, and could be easily seen 
from the battlements. St. Patrick, with his burnished staff, 
upon which the glint of the sunbeams danced, appeared in 
front, while the mighty multitude behind, joined m a holy 
hymn which his acolytes were singing. As Milclio embraced 
Sybilla, he turned to take one look at the day-god; and tlier*, 
hurling an anathema against the Christians and the Christians 
God, shouted the words “ Follow me,” andplunged headlong, 
with a shriek into the hissing and roaring names. 
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Sybilla, with her hands elevated, and her eyes raised to 
Heaven, rnshed to take the fatal leap ; but ere 6he gained the 
verge of doom, the strong arms of Mahon encircled her waist; 
ana bearing her in his arms, through smoke and fiery cinders, 
rnshed down the granite stairs, half suffocated, aud blinded 
by smoke, and gained the court and passed through the gate 
in safety. He had barely time to reach the open air, when 
Milclio’s castle, roof, beam and rafter, fell with a crash. 
Hurrying with liis precious burden through the crowd which 
now thronged the 6cene, and commanding none to approach 
him, he hurriedly made his way to the bank of the river. 
Hone followed save Owen, for no clansman dare violate the 
commands of a prince. Sybilla had swooned. Placing her 
gently on the bank, he looked on her pale face and believed 
her dead. 

“ She has only swooned,” said Owen, interpreting the pite- 
ous look on his face. “ Place her here among the trees, from 
the gaze of the rude multitude, while I rush down the bank 
and bring some water to bathe her temples.” 

She was gently placed in the spot indicated by Owen, and 
while he descended the bank, Mahon, taking her unyielding 
hand in his, bent over her and kissed her ptde forehead. 

“ O I Sybilla, my beloved, speak to mel Speak to me, 
your own Mahon !” 

“ Die, false traitor and Christian dog!” hissed a deep voice 
in his ear, and as he raised his head to look who his foe might 
be, a skein was buried to the hilt in his shoulder. He fell 
with a groan, but ere his eyes closed, saw the dark form of 
Conra the Druid, standing over him. Owen soon returned 
with a cup of water in his hand, and with a cry of agony 
beheld Mahon insensible and bleeding on the ground. 

II a wag alone. Sybilla was gone 1 
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CHAPTER XT. 

A MIDNIGHT CONSULTATION IN MAHOn’s TEST. 

Lonely from my home I come, 

To cast myself upon your tomb, 

And to weep. 

Lonely from my lonesome home, 

My lonesome house of grief and gloom. 

While I keep 
Vigtt often all night long, 

For your dear, dear sake. 

Praying many a prayer so wrong 
That my heart would break. 

— Mangan, 


Dear my land, I love you dearly, but I’m sick of toil and strife ! 

Dear my friends, ’tie hard to part you, but I’m longing for the life, 

Far away from crowds and cities, dear my love, lied with thee — 

With my own, my darling Una, by the mountains and the sea I 

— D. F. B. 

Fear and consternation took possession of those who had 
•o recently professed the Christian faith. Their superstitions 
dread of the Druids, returned with startling impressiveness, 
when they beheld the young Prince of Augher, weltering in 
his blood. And the sudden and unaccountable disappearance 
of Sybilla, served to heighten their fears regarding the great-* 
and mysterious powers of their order. For a moment they 
stood irresolute and wavering, vacillating between fear and 
doubt, and, it is possible, had Conra then been present, his 
eloquence and subtle arts would have won back many of those, 
who had so suddenly deserted the old faith and adopted the 
new. But God had ordained it otherwise. While the men 
of Dalaradia hesitated; while Christianity and Paganism 
trembled in the balance ; St. Patrick, reading their hearts, and 
knowing the thoughts that moved them, suddenly burst 
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through the crowd, and stood beside tlie prostrate 
Owen's cry had been heard by those nearest th« 
Though unconsci ons of the cause that gave rise to i1 
a thrill of horror through the multitude ; and believi 
something dreadful had occurred, they rushed toward 
from which it emanated. When they saw the younj 
Ivin 0, Dale and erlxsxstly on the ground, they believed 
le ance of the (fods had overtaken him, and would S( 
dreadful force, fall upon themselves. 

The water wl i xcsh Owen had brought from the : 
sprinkled over M alion’s face. Heaving a deep sigh, h. 
his eyes and looked around His glance fell upon St 
who then approsa«^ ed .Taking his handL in >is, tl 
Saint helped to **xseliim ^ the ground, saying 
« Tn tlift names of God, Arise I Blessed are they 
lievein Ids name, »» d sha11 continue firm in the faith 1 

^^rlh^arose- -A bright and burning love illtunh 
^ orirl witlx xx smile, he permitted <5 wen to draw 
bosemi, w0 uud. Evidently it bad been intende 

8froat but ttoT exxdden turning of Mahon’s head, had 
JhTSruid’s aim- ° wen pronounced it only a flelh wo 

* “ d 

m g t Patrice the» addressed them. In glowing toi 
hi5i and wonderful eloquence, lie told them of then 
the Son of Go<l P? eaptl b hl8 teachings, his labors 
death. H© nn folded to them the mysteries and do< 
the incarnate the faith he taught, and all the i 

the holy Jio^rxxxTx Catholic Church. Silently and witl 
tention the\r More than an hour was con 

the discourses, at conclusion the vast body « 

who fo]Jo wes ei bin»» with uncovered heads, knelt do 

ceive his bWesing- 

Bes tovia^s oxx them the Papal benediction, whie 
received fre^rt*. ^-°?l t C 111 Rorne > lie dismi 

Ixxstent. nut the concourse did not 

»« d hl8 tfcnt they knelt and prayed 


and retired 
(lathering 
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stars 


. e 6tarB t * 1 ° BU1 
sleep descended on their eyelids, with e mossy sward, am 

rner night smiling down, they lay upon 1 

the oreen woods of Dalaradia. the moon "beam 

Itwas midnight. The soft silver light -u ftB death reign 
in beauty upon the Braid. A silence t heir «wi sha-dov 
arouud. The trees were motionless ..rtiouldervog rvll J\ _ 
for not a breeze disturbed a leaf. The ,fpo» nn 

Milclio’s castle cast fitful glares of flain 0 «.*! 

round tower adjoining, and at intervals JsiUeno sat. • 

the tent at its base, wherein the family f* >] 

had been hastily erected for them, and * by his c -with 
was that of Mahon. Conall and Owen «T?iSiehe a 

terrible excitement which he had endur e . ’cl , hod d ^ el 

pains which the hand of Conra had infH ct '%c'* )T £’ ^ent Co 
on his brain and heart, and wearied and ^ ta ® , t ’jj e 
succumbed to sleep. Softly stealing ‘the s' 

with noiseless foot stepped forth in the ®; to 

ed upon the sleeping thousands scatt^ ^a®® . j 

waiting for the morning bell to summo** . fy Tq Hin 

Ue»<J hi. God for .net a .went and tf> < *±t>nfhfbe 
mg on the ground, he poured forth M» hi, cheek, 

had so generously shed the light of his s6in „ B VOU cl 

ed land of Erinn. Tears of 1 ov fell ? f „ 

witlj fervent gratitude he prayed, that esr 

might never depart from her. He was -f& n ® n “J® ea J 
tent, when the melancholy tones of ah G direc . t j 
paused and listened. The sounds cam® * er gus wit 

the smoking ruins. Advancing, he bel'^L t ie 

harp, seated on a broken pillar, before t 1 *****^/ 118 lon £> 
quet hall. His mantle -was thrown asid^* && ile tcuchec 
hair swayed in disorder around his ma ster, Mi 

strings. He was chanting a dirge for hi 0 * O on pled witl 
The loneliness and solemnity of the 0 \x saddened • 

wailing, death-like dirge which fell in and the fa 

upon the ear, filled his heart with melau* 5 ** joreed the 
Imn whom the Bard bemoaned so feelinf? 
to his eyes, and he wept. “ is worthy < 

“ Such devotion as this,” thought Co** 4 *'*** 
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ward. The allegiance shown by Fergus to the mem 
Milcho, is but wn at is felt by every follower toward hit 
and but what is due by a clansman to his Prince. Br 
when the love of <3rod has entered their hearts, and the: 
ces, like themselves are Christian, how grand and bless 
be this land, and how bright and dazziingly the fail 
burn and endure I I see before me lofty domes arise, w 
cross pointing to JELeaven ; and from end to end of t 
the incense from ft thousand altars floats while the harp 
Bard will be heftx"<fl in palace and hut, sounding the glc 
the ever li ving and true God. Blessed be His name, fc 
derful is tliechaxi^e Hi* hand has wrought in Erinn ! ” 
Fergus ceased his song of sorrow. Bowing his head 
breast and shading Bis eyes with his hand he remainei 
few moments in tb»f position, motionless. Conall appr 
and gently taking Bis haml in his, led him away fr« 
spot. As they reached the tent of Mahon, they were i 
Congal. Entering* they found the young Prince still 
and Owenwatching by his bed. CongaFs features b< 
the grief that sat “brooding on his heart. The fearful 
of his father, ami the uncertainty of the fate of f 
weighed heavily -ixpon him. He could not sleep, and h 
to divert the current of his thoughts, ot.^1 . v. 


thoughts, and obtain ah 


spite from them, »**. Ustenmg to theholy conversation of 


and Owen, had. come thither. Fergus, whose ' 


grief was great to Bear, assumed a more cheerful bea 
the presence of h_ is Whether assumed or not 

the effect of rousing him from his stupor, and remind! 
that he had fco live and act for a noble purpose, name 
promulgation of the faith and the happme B8 of the 
who owed, to ldm, allegiance. ™ “ 01 the 

** My hair -wm* blanched with silver, Congal ero th 

born; I have* father when*a boy and 

the deer in woods of Dalaradia and Tir Ow « 

him, for I bis companion in youth, and hh» nf 1 

whan lie wan< * oi chieftaincy J f 0 ii ^ le 

all his wars, 111 peace sat at his bi q «i fc 

fwncfo/i i. — - . — well lie loved me HR 

-^utkiie is g 


hid trusted fti 4 
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lias 

gins 


. ju violently, and 1 

ceased onr God that he should perif, But Congal, S 

lie between his Creator and huna~.ii appease their £> rl ‘ 
vmL and your sisters still live. Time ** x direct them arig 
hut meanwhile it is your duty to guide , j 

and ?ndeavor to alleviate their great 6^ 0 ut gnef is sliared 
“ Fergus is right,” replied ConaU; ‘ ^ e t welfare, 

all, and since we cannot undo the past epurituai _ wB ith 
present, for our temporal, as well as oXX f ^r \ \a \L an hum 
eo with the holy Patricias on the morf^ould. be an 
Soever he leads. It pleases him that I X -r 

disciple, and I willingly obey. But e* t> - 
please me well to know what your in*^ 


an hum 
it vo 

regard 


Sybilla.” 

“ I shall be guided by 


PatriciuB in 


patters; hut j 
the very hf* 


my will I would march my followers and. the X) 

the Druids’ groves and wrest her even *. afg+l the law. 

“ Remember the Ard ftiagh is still » 
are imder his protection. None dare ^ fear with 1 


altars. 


Sybilla must be saved at all hazards.”^ , p. 


J uiuuv MV — — &I.CMiCUVlD> 

u Were Malion strong again, I woul 4 ^ 
undertake the task.” 

“ His wound is but trifling, to-morro^ 


probal 
where dos 


p for a tim 
we have p 


turn to Tir-owen, to his dying father 
mean to reside Congal 1” 

“ I’ve been thinking of leaving Dab**" 
sojourning with our brothers in the c o^° , «xr 0 ., 

so near the Britons.”* l»i^ n t! , a 

“What 1” exclaimed F ergns, star ting 
leave the pleasant glens and valleys of ^ 
tlie bleak and sterile hills of Adbal” t <x>nfusion of 1 

• “The Scots were of Irish origin, for, to the distiu^mV 

the inhabitants of Ireland, those at least, of the had eariyatti 

ing caste, were called Scota.^ A colony of these Jfmt^V’gtablished ther 


riiJOts distinguish 

r Ji IlUV _S *"* J ’ 

, were called Scots. A. colony of 
the name ofDalriads, or Dalreudini, natives of y v Z\\f Sk a nd recrtx 
a settlement on the coast of Argyleshire. They ^ until thpv to 

there, under Fergus, the son of Eric, about the 
colonies from Ulster, continued to multiply and *** , 
nation which occupied the western side of JScotJao^' 

Jlixtory of Scotland, f* 

*• Hibernia is tlie proper fatherland of the Scots- 




until they fo 
— Sir Walter 

— Bans. 
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u It is but for a time, good Fergus. My father’s fate 
heavy on my heart, and 1 would tain forget it.” 

“ In my yoatlx I liave been among the barbarians, 
and visited their* land. What arts they possess, they 
debted to us for, and what good they know, it has be 
to give ; but tlieix* mountains are bleak and barren, 
would be a poor exchange, even the most fruitful S] 
the rudest in I>a,l»r 2 xdia.” 


“It would be well to carry the gospel there, 1 


Xb WVUiU J ^vrojL/v-X KUCIC, DCUU 

“ but Erie is not yet free ; and, until she is entirely pu 
Paganism, our land requires her sons. Your p 

ana example here, might, probably, do more for tin 
than an army in Besides, you surely would no 

without Sybilla.” , 

w i»Jo. I meant^ that she should accompany me, as 
her sisters ; but, since you object, I will hearken to ] 
advice, and remain in hrmn. I shall ropair to Kil e 
Its memories are not so sorrowful. as those of Braid, 
shall there devote xrxyseit to my religion and country.” 
“ It is a gooa resolve my Prince, and though my 

S owing feel>le, it c ^ n 8 8tr ^ e the strings in the ] 
fleurran; and, T>^^: 18e ^ _ not as it was wont t< 

honor of war ana. blood, but to the honor and glory 
blessed Lord." 

“ Your fervor Lor the new faith is pleasing to me ] 
and shows tho &irx<3erity of your heart. And I tell th 
the Balls of J 5 Iilovix*ran shall yet ring with the voice 
ham, and P r ix*43«3 OongaL altars in his principalis 
shall endure the coming centuries. A?e a 

songB of the f>ards shall go down to oostori+xr v 

when the tliat uttered them are cold ^ 

forth in «d a brighter ray of’ 

brow than, ev&rm. xxow, beams upon her. SheWi!^ 

past, M -haa foot of the iLman was pWe^n^h 

*Uiefa is said to tm^*-^** ***** 0118011110 ^ideai^of^Ucho 0 ” L ° wel 

—Ou*ck’, hft of at. 


-Ime 
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©f almost all mankind, but never so free a® n< ?^: , To-day i 
Koman ie ire to cross the narrow sea that dlvldes os.* I 
knows our hearts are bold, and onrV 8 .f I 

they will be bolder and stronger, when S irt T °* ir l Bt3 
armor, and marshaled under the Phris fcian banner of 1 
Cross. Our God has 6 U ,i! • ??rfpon Erinn, and 1 
princes and people We W? f gU £ his 8i S Ut * lf 1 
pnnces are true to the tm favor them, how gra 
and glorious will be the 8t O'- Prince Cong 

think, think of what vou n r68ult \t\ Dalaradia 1” 

“I shall do my utmost P* Jiast persuaded 

to remain, and 1 shall Cona ^> f°r tho ^ j xe e in humility j 

Christian virtues?’ ende *vor to imitate *** 

“Do not imitate me, T Arn , ^ ***odel to copy ; 

imitate the great Annuli ^ unworthy ** 


m.” ’ ^ weu 1 know he " 

Pat ^has^oSned 3 ^® 11 fitted £ y ^ ie ] 

-Mahon was restless an l Ubled by som 0 scene of 

burning was presenTin d^^^- The df^^gain beheld 

Wla about to plunge into th re « ms; and in bed 

f to rush to her refcue, he 11 fire ‘ Eaisi^fa^ J Sybilla I” , 
“ the effort awoke. Owl n sllout ed, “ S/D** l>y his side, i 

, cooling" J“« . lip,. * 

too Vopi 0 ^* 1 ’” foottered f-'* t< ^ 1 1 " 3 P»f®5 J* 1 * 0 »n sorroi 
»*«i j* * et us pray that lm° na > “he hJ^^Jj^d and in vie-, 
a-ed, and renewed irith 7h • V* a y rise ref ^ tlie tto “ rj f ' 

A as* «..<* rr k ,„ M 


-_^ nOW ’““ “ !»*>,” couSCS 1 
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depart, “let ns pray, for mine eyes feel weary, and I must 
snatch some brief repose before the bell rings for early 

With his two companions he knelt on the sod ; and, after 
his devotions, wrapped his mantle around him, and sought 
repose. 
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CHAPTER XYl- 


•WfGAL INVADK8 THE BACKS** 




The 

As of the assault of an Imperial 


A 


The hiss of inextinguishable firCt, +jniret*y 
The roar of men ; the earthqua^*^0 hoofs* 

Fall of vast bastions and precipiy 7 

The clash of wheels and clang of ^Vdast 

ITie clash of brazen mail, as of Steeds, 

Of adamantine mountains ; the the W*g££-^ 

Of trumpets and the neigh of ra^x'3^ — j±eu**** 

And shrieks of women whose 




Scarcely had the first beams of tU e in the tents, 

darkness on Slieve-mis, when the Saint* ^ ^^^^sands arose and 
weaiw sleepers to Mass. Lights were soon £>\v% ^^whieh the Saint 
and from every tree, and rock, and bush, ass being con- 

wended their way to the little knoll >^- vre rs to remain, 

was offering up the holy sacrifice. 



on the very ruins of paganism. And 8 P en ^i 11X 

responded in the affirmative. Another * • a ^ tli& 

baptizing those who had not, as yet, ain ^ taking 

waters of regeneration. This being don 0 * s> again, 

with him Conall and a few of his clios 0 *\ * 11 ® intentxoxx 
entered his tent. There he explained to | 

of proceeding through Ulster, until he had JJalaradm, to 
inhabitants. Conall should remain behind an( * at ** e ^* t ~~ 

eomplcjte the good work wiiieli had been 
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. Yiitti at Tara. Conall broached to the Saint, the 
tinne* n x if\g Sybilla from the groves, and was advised U 
idea of te means at his disposal to effect that object 

us e all that no blood should be shed, nor violence 

but was relX l a l Himself, might claim her, and, as her brother 
vised. 0<^**^£ J>alaradia, had a right to demand her from the 
and Prin<3^> Oonra object, Congal could appeal to the Ard 

Druids. ^ prince was then summoned to tho tent, and re 

flia^h* ^ ** -p^trick liis blessing. 

^ived fro** 1 r^eTit for departure came, the Saint stepped fortl 
As the **^ t *md raising the Cross in his liand, dispensed liii 
from his t^**r* e assembled thousands. Raising a holy h^mr 
blessing to -^g air, he and his followers resumed their jour 
on the mo** 11 passed by the ruins of the castle they beheld i 
ne y. As *'* 1 i men engaged in clearing away the rubbish 
large body_ Qvven were directing the operations, and witl 
Cathal an^, were removing the beams of timber wliicl 

their own ^ 

had fallen*. already fulfilling their promise to you,” observec 
u They come thus far with the Saint, 44 and will soor 

Conall, wh<^ ^ to Him who has so miraculously shed Hislighl 
erect a ehu*^ 

upon them~ our God 1” exclaimed St. Patrick, astonishec 

44 Blessed the Dalaradians. u What a glorious people 

at the ardo*~ (3rod has truly penetrated their souls, and the 
The light o*- ^ook centuries to bend the stubborn Roman, Im 
Truth wliicl* 0 t, an d been consummated in a day. Knee 
here taken ^ds* and receive from me a blessing wliicli shal 
down, my fx**^ r0 ni you.” 

never depar* knelt 011 the green sod, leaving St. Patriel 

The multi* Uplifting his hands to heaven, lie blesset 
standing ala* 1 attains, their vales and rivers, their flocks 
them, their **^j their stores. He prayed that a blessing migli 
their herds 118 the first rays of the sun crimsonei 

descend f rot** -* at , eventide, and through the hours of tin 
their hills, 0** 

a great pi gan festival was held, when all the fires wer 

* May. On 
extlngu Jthed. 
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He prophesied that 
, rkoeSB it would continue with them- Kristian, bards and 
JfjSl Ulster would be famous for her juries, the _ 
heroes, and that, through the coming t ion should no . to 

would remain triumphant. That perse it ; a *>> remain, 

IS it; that earth or hell should not ^ it would remain, 

the power of kingly heretic or apost* of Data 


How the words spoken by St. Patric^ Z^ e b ^ ell n\^* thousand 
Tadia, fourteen hundred years ago, ' a - do lB of Thor 

history attest. The savage Scandium t up 'hnndred years, 
7 ■ - - • .tet, and to •“ 


d/;s r . k jto J d,»« 

-it +hPir 

both hum» a 


galleys, burst upon their shores, and Sf 
and woden. After a fierce straggle o> _ 
they drove liim from their - plains, and d iv * u ^ D * 

grandeur and beauty, the Cross on tli 0 d_ t ;«»• du^ ^ 

Colnmba with the light of faith, foe, with hTP®* 

neighboring Scots, and gave to Britain^ - BU bdue thetu- 

and divine. The hi orman, a more i» 6 vV<^ c { the Church 
critical heart and tyrannous hand, '&■& eradicate or efta® 

The female demon, Elizabeth, the bcoU 1 "^, , . Xt grew aTX . 
God, could neither, by her arts or and expand e(l 

tlie seed planted in their hearts by > ineffaceable and 

fructified. It flourished amid pers^f^jjf*'*’ 

amidst blood. And to-day it lives and b y a happy heart, 

inextingn’ a, >«ble. v#»^4i ate ly summoned 

The Saint departed, leaving behind ’ -young chief had 

and many a joyous soul. Conall in»*rb^ _^y and refreshed. 
Cathal and Congal to Mahon’s tent. ^ 0 f g ybilla 

mat awoke from a long sleep and seem® u « but thought 

hw hi-st thought was of St. Patrick, luf 04j& JOU> HfiPe ^ 


rescue 


“ The Saint lias departed,” answered .. if ^ 

youXA not »» him ’he an not 

crucifix which he sent you. A.nd as tor ^ llvr 

we wish to sneak, and form some platt . 

from Conra.’’ „ phoned Oou S al. 

“ "What said the Saint regarding her?’ -Galaradia, you 


“ He said as her brother, and Princ 0 


bad a right to demand her.’ 

“Then I will demand her, and 
head of my followers ” 


this 


v ery 


day, too, at tin 
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“ But Oathal should proceed alone, than at the hea 

that you ,^1 pruned men !” 

of a bar*** gsxd leave ourselves to the mercy of the angi 
“ Whu-* -tT iioW y ou n °t, good Conall, that they consider the 
Druids l by the presence of one who is not of the 

troves a P 1 ™ 66 is forbidden to enter their sacred pr 

order! ^ or tured as Oonra is by sorrow, anger, and despai 


■not violent, good Oongal. Would it not be bett< 

1 ,1J ~ J i V A il l 


cincts. 
be would 


* hesitate 
Ai»l' on able 

the»r 


to sacrifice us to his fierce passion 
__ to accompany me, I would rescue S; 

But wer^ I ' w . ere forced to penetrate to the most seen 
bitta, tbn*^ t y ie i r idolatrous stronghold. As it is, I shall iu 
recesses **% .jjjiTiion my brave warriors, and with Owen, Iba 
mediately ® ^jajbre, beard the old Druid in his den.” 

Felim to God I could, accompany you,” said Mahoi 

“ W ou*-^ footing at his bandaged arm. “But though 
with a si^* 1 ’ my soul will be with you, and I will pray f< 


be not 


return. 


UO w— - g.U U ICbUlU* 

your sue is certain, Mahon. Fear not that the Druic 

a n„. !xl_ /l _•__ nll« A J !i.L i.L _ r' I 


44 Our 
shall enc*> 


Armed with the Croi 
shall meet them, in the 


*Lpass us with their spells, 
that is in ns, we 
and the triumph over them.” 
groves, t you mav, Oongal, and with Him to aid you 

44 God ^^^failure.” 


think not ° approaches,” said Oathal, drawing the curtail 
aide. 44 It is my sisters. Welcome Una, Elie an 


44 Some 

of the ten^ ** 

Oval” bashfully entered the tent 

- visible on their faces. rpi 


re** 


Traces of recei 
They were pale, bi 


^l lC i r sorrow, more beautiful than when the glow 
^ tinctured on their cheeks. After hmner »»1«* 


The 

suffering _ 

looked, in tinctured on their cheeks. After being salut< 
the roses ^^tl iers an( l Conall, they approached the conch < 
by their tenderly taking bis hand inquired after his w< 

Mahon, seated, Oongal explained to them his determin 

fare. the sacred groves and rescuing their siste 

tion of en.t^_j e |iglited at the news and doubted not that ] 
They were cC essful in his enterprise, 
would be -a t)na, and a shudder passed through her frau 
“But,” ^ V 
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This morning, wliile 



hv his impassioned words, a »»w por 

face, g la u nn f at tho a P°® tle ‘ *J is loolt 
f par me he bodes. no good to ns. id » . „ 

« But, art sure, Una, tliat it was the -p 

“ I could not he mistaken, Congal, 1 1 1 lcn eW CJon- 

not to recognize him. Ova and Elie al & ^kiter » P 

The sisters corroborated Una’s words* filled in 

all spoke. ' 4 0 *® An d ’tis 

“ 1 doubt not but he was here. He P?®^^ eyes, the 

hypocrisy as he is in the mysteries of : >U m® touched 

well he has been here. He has seen, 

overthrow of liis idols ; and perhaps his 1* iricre(lulo** a 

by the eloquence of the Saint.” a 

“ I doubt it much,” returned Mahon* 44 when P*** 

smile. 5 , 0 1s ’of 3el, y otx 

“ Had yon seen his frowning face,” ^ 

tricing pronounced his anathema on th Congal* “is too 

would not think so.” ^, ia tory of the an- 

“No, Conra, like my poor father,” soul. He is so 

stnbbom of heart to listen to anything ^ ^e> cann ot change 

cient creed of Erinn. Prayers cannot Arch-Druid of 

wrapped up in his own faith that even a *** <■“ 

him. Know you not that he aspires to tf .-tism,” returned 

E ™£»” .... . , . i*t^\**3 should be lost 

“His ambition is boundless as his > 

J b % m t ‘,‘J “J that on ® «> ^ it about” said 

to the fold of Christ.” i. intent on l.it- 


“ God, in his own good time, will - j 

Conall, “ and in the meantime, while Go&^yX** t \ 
purpose, let us go forth and confront thi^ ^ 


I mean, to 

purpose, let us go forth and confront thi* corl ? C3 

accompany vou. And while we are XT *>> «^ our 81fc ^ 

hither with nis harp, and with. Mahon 

ters, pray for the accomplishment of our ^rnis, and 8ll *V“ 

“ 1 shall immediately call the clansmei* proceeded on h’ 
jnon Fergus to the tent,” said Oongal, as ** 
mission. 
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‘ft, e*^ ards the sound of a horn reverberated thron 
goon The men who were engaged in removi 

the qui°?' 0 -f Atilcho’s dwelling, knowing well the portent 
the aeb‘7~ z ** goon gathered around their chief. He explain 
the 0 bj ec t °f his call, and with a cheer, they grasp 

to then* &s\d w *tn Congal and Cathal at their head, < 

their ar* xxe, t y 1 e sacred groves. 

parted f o1 * gliort week ago and they would have deemed tl 
But ^^crilege ; hut now, so full were their hearts wi 

visitatio^^^K that they were ready for any emergency 
the true? would lead them to break the idols of B 

chance ** their long lances and broad shields, their sliini 
Armed in the morning light, they presented 

helmets q xxoble sight as they stepped forth to invade t 
grand of the g° ds - 

Btrongh^** ^YxG green banks of the Braid, on the very pa 
AdoV ^2r'l<^ l ° P ur8ue ^ ft t midnight to meet Conra in t 
which the Cromleach, the ratlis and round towers, t 

groves, p. 0 and waterfalls which he had met in his cour 
rocks, ^eir way. Three hours were consumed in th< 

they ber* ** *. the expiration of which time they approached t 
j>rogres£* . led to the abode of the Druids. It was guard 
lirst gat^ , e i. Before opening the wicket, he demanded 
by a sen/fc* _gal who it was who claimed admission. No soor 
Prince ^ioned his name and errand than the wicket v 
had he *** riatj and a wild cry burst from the porter. T 1 
violently" 0 ^ed men stood before him. His cry was echo 
hundred ^^ r ed voices. The trampling of feet was hea 
by a h\*** and fearful cry resounded through 1 

and a ^ue screams of women and the husky shouts 
groves. ^ terror to the din within. It seemed as if all 1 
men add^^^oke loose and mingled their shouts to swell 1 
devils ha» All of a sudden it ceased, and for a few i 

pandemo** V^ c lful silence reigned. 

ments a d** the doors, my men l” shouted Congal, rush 
w Breal^ strength against the barrier that impeded his p 
w*th all l** a e fEorts were vain. Ibar, the giant, and a few 
gress. EM. ^ assailed it with the same result. Suddenly 
his eomr**** 
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■wicket was acnin _ j 
heard : — °P ened > 

(( - 


r( j . ° a Aid tile voice OI 

and tSFthTc'S*™ ? f t} l? hol y plnces, beware ! 
tal, and that on hiT ^ g ’ PaM( ‘^s, tb»* Z°™ B16t er . 

BelusI You havp K and ? on sha U des« e0 1 7 e ^% e 
desecrate his shrinea®® 11 ^ il 8e to Jour 
•Enter and meet S’ Bh ^ give the'* 1 10 fare rtnd 
“Break £*^t?S «f*A» rf r,“! SSSEftj 
ferociously, rnshing a£d a ? ler ’ clansman ' ibar^n.l^ 
lowers obeyed. toward tliedo^r- * ^ *\ 

Bej^ ing m the J ^beld before them a** enormouB Btat ' 

^P^from strik 

lofty* d*? a moment 8,^ 0n ® of him from 

groaaS. W ' Brok <® and 1 ,»J scattered on > 

<C e ett Wh<JD » **k£3*V*J- ^V rl*« » ir ' Arrows , 
Will lurid SJl'f 10 ^ 6 ele >Siri e k>e<J a me 0 vj mi!0l „ 

J?» ooe i 1 ' ;, /<■« -2gVg- «» B *f, *■">;. The grow 
direction 5 tllftf’ and f H r T re <^ uld rea ch in tl 
g, r «tion met t ! Druid 6 te mT >l~* 88 the e ? Tj**** fea rful confl 
fl«S2 **«“»■ I , t to furthe 

How the finlri; 6 fier cely M *l n P°ssibl« ^^ivancino- l\ r „ 

on theL^T could feel ?. d Readily , JV of ,^ Ve 
8i bk, and ^, bumin g tlieir K he w arm ^^«ce w«« f ^ 
retreat^ 8a ddened f. br °^s. To tl l « Wa 8 i m P 01 

tnou Xr& g back »tl,e^ art Bengal ^ t ^on on ° rde F . f 

r,i„,v, Verl °okmir tliA h "p,nn eil t _ , * ir 11 on a risi** . 


°n the breeze K„ • ,ua f eel lire. b« 

tnou Xr& g back »th e to art Con S al ^t^ion on ° rde ? . 
plainly a ee^ km f tk e Bra?d e £ to °k their **}«<£ °» • risj 

mouldered intn. f j 11, an d the shrink bad sto 


oaKs of th* e it. 

JSj? « 

10 8 ineks aQ d lament* ti JJOrne ° n 

'-n rations of „,e£» 


d the 6hrin bad sto 

Borne on * in ga of t 

n « men nnn *om C n cotj 
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jt was a fearful sight, and froze with terror tlu 
be hear*!-- £} 0 »g al * . 

(oldiers ^yeadful !” exclaimed Conall as lie pressed to tin 

« Tbi^ jyjJ. “Never have I beheld so fearful a sight be 

6ido of ol*i heathen has destroyed his temples and liii 

fore. 1' ^ ,C r ^ mve his groves invaded by a Christian.” 

cods Boo* ie V. I iot hend his stubborn heart, Conall, but little ] 
b “ Yovj. if I only knew Sybilla was safe.” 

rcc k of **1 fe&* ^ or her, Congal. Not a hair of her head hai 
“ Do e is safe, and now on her way to Tara to join tlu 
fallen. % *g s icred Virgins.* 

College «>* oX i so, CouallS” 

“Tliita^ ^j 0 nra will present her before the Ard-Eiagh, who 
“ I do- - s 6 till a pagan, and under his auspices gain pro 
you knoW^r in the Sacred College. I am pledged to meel 
tection j JJcaltiime time at Tara, and who knows but wt 

Patricks gybilla there. Trust me, she is safe. Let us re 
shall me<^ t _ TjV ey the news to your sisters and Mahon.” 
turn and well, Conall. While mv sisters remain neai 

“ You t be home where they have for years been happy 
the ruins ° a,dd another pang to their melancholy.” 
it will j J£lie have determined to become the brides oi 

“ Ova your brother Cathal wishes to be a priest. Pat 
Christ, al*** Vn his approbation, and Wishes them and you t< 
rick has to Tara.” 

accompar*^ lv shall I go, and with pride and pleasure look oi 
. “ Willi< T ^ > ^y of the pagan gods of Erinn.” 
the overtl»**__ ee t Sybilla there. The prayers of the Christian 
“We’ll and she will return with you and Mahon 

must pre^^Vjd purified. Return you with your sisters to Kil 
redeemed e morrow ; Mahon, as soon as he is able, must re 
curran on and in the meantime, I shall wait to see ou 

turn to TiJ"° 

— - ancient institutions of Tara, was a sort o? College of Sacrc 

• Amongst **Vo»»ti««» it appears to have been, like the Dryads or fortua 
Vlnrins Who®* 5 . Gaels, to divine the future, for the indulgence of the supei 
teUfrs nuionfS ^‘tedulous. The place where these holy Druidesses reside 
stitiousor tl*® Retreat Until Death.” . 

bore the nan*® — Mtonft Svtary «f lrelt, tM-.. 
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. _ , T shaft visit yon, v 
first church m Dalaradia completed. . xne intelligence 
Owen, m your castle. Bratlia will t>r ^ t f ee t him. £et us 
the Saint, and the hoar to 6et forth to I aWa itmg ns. Tli 
turn and comfort those who are eageriyj- i iOI1 anu your sis 
what fearful thoughts fill the souls of ™ 

while we are absent.” -nlcsscd fire tliat < 

“ I would fain look longer upon th® . yon touch a ohor 
sumes the idols of the Druid, Conall, D 11 tx . n 
my heart, and I feel it my duty to ret' 1 ^ the knoll and s 
Winding his horn, he descended frO l *V assembled arc 
in the midst of his clansmen. As slowly returne 

him he took his position at their head **’**' 
the valley of Dabjudia. 


Digitized by Google 



CHAPTER XVIL 

CON GAL AND UNA. 

Barth now is green, and heaven is blueu 
Lovely spring, which makes all new. 

Lovely spring doth enter ; 

Sweet young sunbeam do subdue 
Angry, aged winter. 

Blasts are mild and seas are calm* 

Every meadow flows with balm. 

The earth wears all her riches : 

Harmonious birds sing such a psalm 
As ear and heart bewitches. 

— Sir John Daviet. 

It was the month of May, sweet, pleasant May, with its 
buds and blossoms, its daisies and roses. The trees were 
clothed in their emerald sheen ; the woods rejoiced in the 
jocund song of the birds ; and the streams murmured a merry 
strain as they sped on their bounding course to the ocean. 
The icy fetters of winter that bound the brooks and chained 
them in an ignoble thraldom, were dissolved; the mountain 
moss and heather that lay hidden for months under the cold 
and tyrannous snow had melted away before the sun’s warm 
breatn ; and mountain, forest, brook and river rejoiced in 
freedom. The sun shone in unclouded splendor on Dalara- 
dia ; his beams tinged with a golden glory the wooded moun- 
tain peaks, and the fertile plains that lay in dreary calmness 
around the towers of Kileurran. 

It is evening. The twilight is sinking into darkness. The 
tall trees are casting their shadows athwart the paths that 
lead from the castle of Kilcunan to the adjacent woods. All 
is peaceful and still. The birds have ceased their song, and 
nought breaks on the ear to disturb the solitude save the mur- 
mur of the Rod river as it speeds swiftly past the castle. 
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At the base of a mossy took which riDV, “ “T. ‘ 
shadowed by huge oa |j 8 which rise peiT 6 ™* 101 
are seated two figures, whose lineaU iClltS 'Tf C ;*v i"*“* 
g™ sh . m the fading twilight. O ne is » y °T wl i 111 Mature 
and of noble and distimniishcd There is a trace of 

sorrow on his handsome Ice andhiS dark “ ?■ ben< H 

nvpr his onnmor,:, , Ia ~.> ana Jl i, *>r ear, have a tinge of 

melancholy wln 8 P ers in * U e palene_ss of his fear 


new 


~~ ' — ojoiiia, as ti v Jfi^^bewood. “ I know 
not ^r 8War< ? a ^ ter a long walk throiir^l* of the evil one or 
tJ >5 na ’. whet |jer it were the T>rornP t *^Jly billa to act felxcrl1 ft 

■tbS3 of SSFi, *V‘ 

*PWt, jJg Uti-* her on the Braid, 

when its waves weM^innl^ 1 j ^ have e£5 .J»^^f ln P e8 *' i 
down S-l 1 ..M 1 ashed to fnrv Xy¥ _ curra^Ji i 
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loves lier native land, and is afraid that Patrick’s teachings 
will alienate the children, of Erinn from a love of liberty and 
make them debased and enslaved. But you, who have felt 
the influence of the Christian’s teachings as 1 have, believe 
differently. Could I only get Sybilla to embrace the true 
faith, despite the sorrows and misfortunes I have borne, I 
would be nappy.” 

4* go would I, Congal, and the hour that made her a Chris- 
tian and a child of God would be the happiest hour of my 

life/’ 

“ JLet us hope for the best, Una ; the darkest hour is always 
before dawn. We know not wliat a day may bring forth, if 
Sybilla once meets Patricius, I believe li^r proud heart will 
be softened. But I know not why she should hate Mahon 
so V 9 

“ Hate Mahon, Congal t” 

c i Yes, she hates him with all the intensity of her nature.” 

“ She loves him, Congal, with all the intense feelings of 
her warm heart,’’ replied Una, struggling against the over- 
powering rush of early r^ collections which thronged upon 
her. “ Do you remember the night we met in the grove by 
the Braid’s side | 

“ I do. On that nightvou confessed your love to me.” 

“ Well, on that night Mahon and Sybilla met, and she con, 
fessed her love ^ n >,? ve . re . 11 not that Conra inter- 

posed, she, to-duy 9 uught be a Christian and the bride of M* 

°“ Was Mahon then a Christian !” 

“No. But eh® ^ such and her conviction; 

were confirmed j • , ® the Druid. Conra called 

him traitor, p“o£Tw? *® Erta, and though Sj- 

billa loved him, vhtm ??¥ n , ot to hates to , 

tlio vindication liad said to be false.” 

“Aod think to ^ MaU °“l°ves Sybiil. trith » 

fond a love as \ ** true arH 1 ... 

“ Yes, Congal* ^ lasting as ever man’s love for 

woman.” brother of irm „ , 

“ Then Mah otx* y *oul, I pity thee l” 
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«Why, Co »gal t*» 

“Becatt® 6 “ er heart 5, 
short of a miracle ca^ 

“Have we not seen 
Sicur was among us $»> — 

“Yes, but lie could 

“She did not hear vT- chai 
father and Conra, e p._ V. 11 - 
advice. Yon know, B he ^ lst ene<i 
Slie had read the hoolcs ^ e 8 ti 

become a member of *}, _ rf. tlaoij 
young chief of Tir-owen t^T if ter h 
to him, and his image illnmin^£j 
them m their hour of 1 * at ed 
alienated her heart from ;£?»,»* 
comimtted a crime in lovin 
rifice to the gods, and endeav^i. 111 ! 
That she was saved from 
bravery of Mahon. Knowin ™^ 1 
cannot but think that Svbilln 
“ O l Una, my beloved, t lay 
soul, and 1 would give the proudc 
Dalaradia to see tliem t~i ax ^xn j^ - 

“ Oongal, Sybilla is the pearl 
the brightest gem in Emania.” 

“ And pity ’tis, dear Una, that 
“ She is not bo obstinate tha t t 
Congal, with a band of folio we 
against Sicur, and yon know -the 
scoffer and came back a Christ 
billa, when she meets him. Sure 
ings of the great Apostle, her li 
tenderness and love will succuinl 
love. . 1 , who have been more tha 
braced the faith. Her brothers 
under its influence, and have for^ 
their pagan fathers. And when 
j£lie, under the tuition of Couall 
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Testate* not of Bel but of Christ, surely, Congal, she will melt 
and become one of us.” 

O ! Una, could your aspirations and longings be realized, 
how happy would Congal feel on the morning he led you to 
the altar as liis bride.” 

« Congal, were Sybilla released from the custody of the 
Druids, and free to think for herself between Christianity and 
Paganism, I doubt not. but she would embrace our creed. But 
have you done your duty toward her as a brother ? Have 
you churned the intercession of the Ard-Riagli ?” 

J « I ] i ave. Fergus departed for Tara on the day we left the 
banks of the 'Braid to come to Kilcurran. I have not heard 
from him since, and it is time he were here. A clansman of 
Tir-owen, ns in duty bound, brought me intelligence of the 
death of the old chief, my father’s comrade. Mahon is now 
the chief of his tribe, but has not been inaugurated yet. H 0 
is waiting for Patricius to put the wand of chieftaincy into his 
hand, on the rath of Tullough-oge. On that day, Una, 
when Malion, the first Christian prince that has ever swayed 
the sceptre of Tir-owen, is made chief, I wish, at Tullough- 
oge, to chiim y ou 88 bride, with Patricius the officiating 
priest, and Mahon, my brother, by my side.” 

u And on that day, Congal, I hope Sybilla will be the bride 


of Mahon/* , , T 

“ Freely from roy ear ^ 1 wish it, Una ; and hope that 
your words xa»y P r ?™ Prophetic.” 

“I know they vrJL bomething within my heart tells me 
so. ButliarkI Some one approaches 1” 

A rustling w ^® heard ; the branches were 

swept aside, » n<1 ^ ono -al salut^S the ,g 1 ? om > a man appeared 
who, perceiving G an d with bowed head stood 


be “°Wetme, f t Conlll wf Con S a1 ’ aB he recognized 

the ambassador* -r> ra :.i " lla * news do you bring from 

the banks of g^^nce Cono-nl t r, 

“ Good news, intelligence tl S'°. na ^ has instructed me to 
deliver to you tb tUU j h e S 6Wmn ‘ at tl,e g cod Patricius is ad- 
vancing o« 'T» , * sfc * * ns and your followers to 
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bo present to w. 
approaching* If e 

Prince Mahon, aix<J 
about an hour ago, 






1 

t, 


than he, I was sent -p ? ** 

will soon be here.* 9 

“ And what of U x: ' 

“They wait fop v 
you to hear Mass in °H f ^ * 

father’s castle, and J 

Prince Mahon, and 

“Then nevtr dil*^ . 

meeker homage to ln« I ui <3 
Patricias, the ambaLi^ 0<i8 > 

thrall in which the Drn^i 8 ° to w >ri ^ 
“You will be aided 

you start fop Tara, V oo J ^ a l»o n b ° l 
Kieghever had. 

of Jtee of on. 


“b a wring you.* 7 
4 It is good, Bratha T 

^ atr i? iu8 an <* the 33rvXC t V,1<i **<>* t>e 
of Nxal. Methinks tire m ?e‘ fop « 

Sfto Truly - i,wfflb « 

“ I doubt not, Coneal ” 0 a,--q rr 

the Apostle. fi«Afe“teeS“naV% f b " 
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to meet her at Tara, and under the shelter of the 

1 long 

0j-(jsb 1” r ganguine anticipations may be speedily realized, 

t‘ Tha* y? \Jiia, 1 shall pray. But Fergus must l>e near at 
lU y bolove ^ meet and welcome him home.” 
lulod* f. a respectful distance by Bratha, they slowly 

Followeu diction of his coming. Soon his voice was 
sauntered i hymn of praise to God, in sweet and impas- 

he»rd ehan It fell upon their ears in tones of dulcet 

gioned ^” u nd a response in their souls. As he came in 
pielody? nU . ub l\ed forward to meet him, and saluted him with 
6 igl>t, they * oe gg of loving children. G-iving his harp to 
all the ten , ft jid Una taking his arm, supported the aged 
jjratha, t',° ®. a gtle gate. Cathal, Elie and Ova, who were 
Hard to 1 1 battlements for his coming, rushed down to 
patching on ^ e j come him. And thus accompanied by his 
einbra^.T, i. e was ushered into the banquet hall. 
n ob.e fnends, » 


I 

l 
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Ill me, communion with this purest being, 

Kindled intenser zeal, and made me wise 
In knowledge, which in hers mine own mind seeing^ 

Left in the human world few mysteries: 

How without fear of evil or disguise 
Was Cythna! — what a spirit strong and mild. 

Which death, or pain, or peril, could despise, 

Yet melt in tenderness!— what genius wild, 

Yet mighty, was enclosed within one simple child I 

— The Revolt of Islam, 

" The harp that once through Tara’s halls ” poured a flood 
of melody, and kindled and Kept alive in the hearts of the 
sons and daughters of Erinn, a grand and heroic patriotism, 
has been chilled by Saxon periidy and Saxon hate. But 
though its glories have departed, and the halls wherein it was 
enthroned have crumbled before time, tempest and war, the 
memories of its olden splendor and former glory remain, and 
are cherished in the warm core of every Irish heart. 

THE DAYS ARE GONE. 

i. 

The days are gone when Erin’s harp 
Swelled high in bower and hall. 

When mail-clad warriors girded on 
The sword at Erin's call. 

When kings and tyrants (mailed to hear 
The war-cry of the Gael, 

And Freedom’s banner proudly waved 
Throughout green Inniafail 1 

XL 

Hushed is the harp, and silent now 
The strains that once were poured 
In streams of gushing melody 
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Around the kingly lioartl. 

Silent and cold in death they 11© 

Who sung green Erin’s name* 

Her glory and her chivalry. 

And proud enduring fame. 

in. 

The foeman’s hand has dimmed the light 
That once so brightly shone; 

And Bard and Minstrel sing in vain 
Of glories past and gone. 

But hope still cheers the patriot’s heart. 

Though l>ound in slavery’s chain, 

And Freedom yet shall strike the harp 
In Erin’s Isle again 1 

T the dayB of the Ard-Riagli Laegari, Ireland was at the 
OBt pinnacle of fame and glory. She was free and in- 
from where the white capped breakers of Capo 
dash on her southern coast and fringe her sunny shores 
*th silver spray, to where the fierce scream of the northern 
W1 ole bade defiance to the storm, on the mountains of Mourne, 
ocean-washed Head of Malin. Her war-ships lined 
5? coasts, numerous as the sea-gulls that fluttered round their 
tU »sts, keeping watch and ward for sight of sail or glint of 
11 ^ ear , 0 f coming foe. Her charioteers and horsemen, led by 
k ‘Hers and chiefs, outri vailed Rome in number and splendor; 

rid. to such perfection had military science grown, that a bugle- 
fl»st from Tara could summon the defenders of the Sunburst 
r0lX xid tlieir Ard-Riagli in a day. No wonder the Roman* 
a ^ u6 e<l on the shores of conquered Britain; and, though he 
P^ed with longing eye on the green mountains and fair 
1 ill&y 8 where his eagle never soared, feared to test 

. v **_ strength in the rude reception, which he well knew her 
1 & would give him 1 

rpjie residence of the Ard-Riagli was in the palace of Tara, 
in dVt eath. Where now the hovel or cabin stands, the fruits 
1X £ jjjnglish civilization (?) a city, with palaces, domes and 
° then proudly lay, covering thousands of acres in its 

proportions. It was the seat of learning, art and 

— at the time of St. Patrick’s landing, was in Britain. 
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. v _ a Druid, a physician, a bard, a historian, a mnsician, 
Dr \ three stewards. The prince was the companion and 
ab t>ion of the king ; the office of the brehon was to ex- 
*1 "n the laws and customs of the country before the king ; 
ti^Druid’s office was to offer sacrifices, and to draw omens 
tbe . aU<n jries, by means of his science and heathen arts ; ‘he 
*1 sician’e duty was to perform cures for his king, and queen, 
P t j ie r0 yal household ; the bard was maintained for the 
an ose of praising, or of satirizing every one, according to 
?^cood or evil deeds ; it was the historian’s office to record 
rese rve the genealogies, histories and adventures of the 
Wl bles from time to time ; the musician’s office was to play 
harp, and to chant poems and songs before the 
FP~L . pnd the three stewards had to wait upon the king, and 
nopiy bis personal wants, for which purpose they had a nu- 
merous train of cup-bearers, butlers, and other servitors, 
nnder their orders.* 

Right royally did Laegari hold sway in Erinn, and, as a 
ruler, was beloved by his subjects, and obeyed more faith- 
fully , than many of his more warlike predecessors. 

The Feis 1 'emhrach, or Convention of Tara, was a great 
creneral assembly, somewhat like a parliament, to which the 
nobles and ollahms of Ireland were wont to repair every 
third year, about the time of the Feast of Bealtinne, in May, 
w j 1 en all the fires were extinguished. Its object was to renew 
an< J establish laws and regulations, and to give their sanction 
to the annals and historic records of Ireland. One of the 
y^ligious ceremonies employed by the Druids of this conven 
to heighten the solemnily of the occasion, was to order 
„]j the fires to be quenched, in order to re-kindle them instan- 
oously from a sacred fire dedicated to the honor of their 
. At it, an especial seat was assigned to each of the Irish 
nobility) according to his rank and title. There was also 
a b> each of the chieftains of the bands of warri- 
wvho were retained in the service of the king and lords of 
Xre)l*» d - 
”” Wand. 
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dom, geih®® H®av*ty _ S >i ' *^or» j- llt . 

magnfflee»ce <Hspl ajres<i -^ f tli e 

sion of its assenUilin-. *"* C V*'» l>v B 

Gray garlands of rosea ^Isq 

dwellings, and from, the ^ eve i-g re ^ r J' 

iota,” to the Banquet «* «?. % 

were stationed, who made ,,JL iui «dreds _5? *? 

It was the first day of Ll \ 

human beings crowded ev«i-v fe& st, g a ^\ 
thronged with other sp a <* 

thronged around the Banquet ‘Spying to t 
Kin/s Rath and thedlo„^®* tzL^r 

of Queen Mab to the IIou^ ^? r «nac ; an , 
and swelling throng pressed f ,„ r -Postages 
tume, and with flaunting fl n —* tlieir- 

. While the king was entertai^f banners, 
the great hall, and his liarners !.i Ills not 

sound of the warriors’ bronze ll ? s 

kept measure to the ^ melody 5? ^atinj 

when music and merriment wei*« „ - ® , aarp 
Druids silently left the Temple %. tllcs *J 1 

knoll adjoining tlie Banquet; XIall, 

the “Slope <5 the Oliriote..’ 

them, bowing as they passed, and, tuminir in 
a large and stately building, li»l±* hid »xSon. 
proceeded tluther. It was rather a series oi 
one whole. The principal one stood in tin 
1 >y two others of less stately proportions, and * 
inferior in size to the main one, exceed ed in 
others. The longest of the group was tlx c 
S;u*,red Virgins of Tara, and the next in size 
tioii where the Vestals, designed for tJie Sis 
tlioir novitiate, previous to being admit tod to j 
a b the Druids approached, tlie iirst gate tJ 


exi wuw ) ^ 

graved with Ogram 
panioo : 
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, - t me here, Conra, until you return. Leave me 
« 1 -will v" 0 ® thoughts, for they weigh heavy on my heart, 
awhile wit» j gome dire calamity overshadows my soul, 
tnd I ieel *? Strange, Dubthacli, that these forebodings should 
an u It seem* ?™ f | 8tive time. The croaking of the ravens 
return at e« cl \ loomy house, frightened by the unusual din 
around tbi 0 £ ke these feelings in your mind. I w0 ? ld J* 
without, h * 8 ^> e &r me company. I may not be permitted a 

wieh y ott tG 

audience.” ring, Conra, it is more potent than the com- 
44 Take th* a r <i-K,iagli. Show it to the Ladv Superior, and 
mandof ^^^ghter of Laegari you wished to consult, you 
were it tih® ^i^pted. If you are unsuccessful in your suit, 
dare not be aII d I will accompany you. You will find me 
return for 111 Sparing my mind for the great encounter wnicn 
here. I ^ 0 to morrow, and this silent spot is fitted for my 

X know, occu ^ j j ^in await you.” # . 

thought 8 * fiCem on his finger which he received from the 
placing tn J^hig with profound respect, Conra left him to 
Pruid, and n aU d proceeded through the dark avenue ot 
his meditatio ^ the College. A massive iron gate at the 
trees that 1®**. passage. The gloomy stillness that reigned 
end barred ^V^ked contrast to the animated and joyon 8 
appeared m - QO recently left. No living object was visible 
scenes he . e place. No sound was heard to proceed from 
jjx or around ^ dark pile of buildings that rose before him. 
the sombre * he was puzzled what course to pursue, to 
TTor a mome. 0 n. Suddenly liis eye fell upon a horn, but 
0 t>tain adm^^ rk t hat he doubted if it had been used for a 
a o dim and a wing it to his lips, he blew a loud and shrill 
century. -^Pf^nes sounded fearfully out of place in the dark 
t^last, whose ,-^de that surrounded him. The echoes were 
^n-d gloomy 80 ke received, and, after waiting until his im* 
f\ie only answe ^ anger, lie was about repeating the chal 

^titience turne d ec ided tone, when the wicket of the gate 

K>pge in a mo m d a voice ,in an imperious manner, accosted 

drawn aside, ^ 

, 4.1. a t comes with such rude mien to disturb the 

* Who' she tl £ virginB ot Bel j„ 

*epofee of tb e ^ ^ 
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“One, Si stei* 

Wd'notit'txude - **» 

“ Know y°^ r f? fc . that 

enter berel ljua X8 the 

"I know it, daughter* of 

I must enter. _ 

“ Art thou a Druid ?’> 

“ I am Oonra, the ohief 






is 


one 




of 


with 


J^el 


ar med 

b of J? Xe Wie^ ^ 


ls . jteard priest,, 

ac *mittancej 


* s 


me > «» the naiu^ 


in tlie faith. Thy name i„ 

Bel. It pains me to forbid 
must he obeyed.” 

“ Then, what thou deny es* ± 
must grant to tins.’ ** 

He held tlie ring before her «=, 
with sudden lustre, she hastilv H^ 8 * as the 

the wicket. But returning ir», T ^^ - back, with a 
humble tone she answered ; e <hately in an 

“ Pardon me, holy Oonra, fox- , nv , 
it is imperative on me, to know ^ourlis}, mb 

not act otherwise.” ™ ob J««t of you 

“ I come to see the Princess Sybill 
imm ediate audience.” x 


i.K Ill CUiaW WHVAiViiW, 

“ Your wishes shall be obeyed. j^ nt 
The door swung on its hinges, and lxhT 
long, flowing white veil, beckoned ~ - 


an <i wisl 


1" 

^ .bis guide 

MnTto an apartment richly and 1 uxuri <T ° ±oJ 


«sly 


large, solid table stood, in the centre, on *Wj 
many rare manuscripts and books embossed in 
of curious make ana cunning workmansliip, t! 
Romans and the Hauls, were disposed around 
these the Druid heeded not. His eye wa 
volumes so invitingly spread before him ; 1 

to look at them, and was seating himself at tl 
•purpose when the door was suddenly opened 
peared. A veil, similar in texture and colo i 
diflerent style, inasmuch as it did not conceal 1 
flowed from her shoulders ; she was pale, hut 
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simple and becoming costume, as the fairest of the daughters 
0 f Bel. The melancholy look which tinged her features, 
vanished for a moment as she recognized Conra, and a smile 
lit up her face as he rose to salute her. 

« Welcome, Conra, to the halls of the holy Sisterhood !” 

“ Daughter of Milcho, this is the happiest moment I have 
known since 1 left Dalaradia 1” 

u Thy presence, holy Conra, ever inspires me with renewed 
courage, and brings balm to my heart.” 

“ Thy inspiration comes from the gods, Sybilla. They 
favor thee. Thou hast been tried by tire and found true. 
But I came not here to praise thee for thy gifts, but to re- 
mind thee of thy duty on the morrow.” 

“ What may it be, good Conra, I am eager to obey.” 

“ It is this. When, in the holy temple, Dubthach, the chief 
Druid of the Sacred Isle, invokes his god for holy fire from 
heaven, mark well the result. The day-god’s eye will kindle 
the holy fire ; he sends it as a sign of his approval of those 
who pray to him. To none else is his - love given. At the 
moment when his rays of love dart on the torch of Dubthach, 
c ff er yourself as a vestal before him, and raise the voice of 
your heart in humble supplication and homage to BeL We 
have fallen on gloomy days. The nobles of the land are 
week and irresolute of purpose, and it remains for the faith- 
ful and true, to combat the superstition and idolatry which 
are now permitted to stalk broadcast over the land. The 
tempi® 8 of Bel are menaced by the Evil one, and darkness is 
brooding over Erinn!” # 

“ Tour words are enigmatical, good Conra, and, I fear me, 
X do not catch their meaning.” 

“ Sybilla, wilt thou become a vestal and profess the creed 
of Bel, on the morrow, before the assembled nobles of Erinn ?” 

“ I will, if the hour is at hand. X gave thee my pledge, 
Conra, in the sacred groves of Dalaradia, and have I faltered 

since t” , 

“ Uo. Thou hast been true. But to-morrow shall try thee 
with ft more dreadful ordeal than even thou witnessed ia 
Dalaradia. Thy brothers, thy sisters, and Mahon will be 
there 1” 
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are not EflJ. ^ r °tla e** s 
tive of a G<l 

as lie died I 


8 l6tei 5 

18 8 Ueh g^® 

« But Sicur will *>- " 

“What? Skmr, my 
“ Aye j thou mayest 

“But how kno\sr est *-i 1 C *U 
Dalaradia with thee, tl > V T - ° u a.] 
Not one in all broad Tir- lnforix: 

three weak followers, 

since grown bo great that 
army to confront us Qn 1’ 

“They have come, and^^f ai 

not in the martial sense in C | 1 _ « 

with an army. When Alal^^ 1 ^ 0 
worshipped Bel, but sine«=» +i^ OEl J 
I know not tat he has <SSt * 

not so well versed m the 
brothers were, Sybilla, and von i 
44 Then let them fall ! Oorne * 
of this base swine-herd slmll n 0 f^ ^ 
at the holy altar of Bel, X elrall x-1 
tlie efforts of the weak and drive 
become a vestal l” 

44 Thou hast spoken well, Sybil] 
thee for thy constancy. 5 * 

44 As it was not fated that I sho 
xny father, I, at least, can live a J 1 
44 For some noble purpose hast 1 
and thy name will yet be heard * 
when the vestal fires are lighted oi 
for thee to-morrow, and conduct t 
gicnr appears, and dares blasphem 
the vengeance of the day-god. sha 
lightnings of his eye scathe and h> 
shall behold the overthrow of thi 
the altars of the god of Erinn bin 
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holier light than ever blessed Bcaltinne before. Be thon 
ready when 1 come 1” 

“ I will. But good Conra, there is a passage in this book— 
a prophecy regarding this Sicur, which 1 would fain have 
thy aid in unravelling, if thon hast time.” 

“ I have not, daughter. Dubtliach awaits me at the gate, 
I left him to contemplation and heavy thoughts. The holy 
man. has cares on the morrow, which will require his subtlest 
thought to overcome. But when he confronts this Sicur, 
thou wilt sec the power of his god revealed, and the idolater 
and apostate vanquished ! ’Till then, fc>y billa, I must say 

farewell.” 

“ Farewell, good Conra. You will find me ready when the 
hour approaches.” 

“ I doubt it not, Sybilla, and may the gods fill thee with 
pleasant and holy thoughts till then. And so — farewell.” 

Affectionately kissing her hand, and bowing respectfully, 
he left the apartment and hastened to the side of the old 
Druid. He found him uneasily pacing up and down the 
emerald sward before the gate. 

“ Hast thou seen her, Conra ?” he exclaimed, as the dark 
face of the Dalaradian appeared. 

« I have I” 

“ Does the spirit of her father still animate her, or, like 
her brethren, has 6he become false to Bel ? 

“ She is true as thyself, Dubthach, and longs for the hour 
whon she will become a member of the holy Sisterhood !” 

“ It is well, Conra. Too many have already proved false, 
and those who remain, I fear, will be sorely tried to-morrow. 
But let us depart. Wend your way by the “Slope of 
Chariots, I care not to see before my eyes the tents of the 
Christians. Numbers have arrived since we came here.” 

“ Theu mimbers will dimmish with the morn. Bel but 

waits for the Arch Druid to say the word, to crush them at 
a blpw. 

“ 3Iay your words prove prophetic ! There has been no 
peace in my heart since tins foreigner landed. But I must to 

fofl^ a tE” Ha ’ K,nS ‘ ^ eUd ° n ’ g ood CW; I'U 
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A SCENE ON THE HATH OF TABA. 

* ®5SP °f thc i8 * e of m * n] y hearts, 

The land of generous feelings. 

Thy sacred melody imparts 
A thousand fond revealings. 

It wakes within my glowing breast, 

A warmth which words have ne’er exi>r n aaed. 

A i»atnotic ft eling strong 
Fw thy own isle, the isle of song. 

At tells me of the days of old, 

When Erin saw her brave and bold 
btand forth the champions of her right. 

In stern debate or bloody fight. 

It tells of th’ immortal throng 
Of bards who poured the stream of song: 

That waked the rapture of the strings. 

For many an age in hall of kings ; 

Where listening patriots blessed the lay 
That bade enraptured pulses play, 

As Erin’s praises swelled the ardent strains. 

With beauty of maids, and valor of her swains." 

—Jame* McHenry. 

Great was the bustle and excitement both inside and out- 
side the palace of Tara. Inside, the monarch held royal revel, 
ihere was much running to and fro of squires, pages and 
daves attendmg to the wants of the guests, tilling their cups 
with the generous vintage of Iberia, and eagerly waiting on 
heir slightest nod. The king hospitably ordered a thousand 
easures of wine and ale to be distributed among those who 
remained outside the Banquet Hall. But so great was the 
pressure, that only those in the immediate precincts of the 
palace were aware of the generous order. However, they 
made amends, in their own way, for the largess they lost, 
ixioths, tents, and stalls were erected under the shade of the 
trees that dotted the valleys and the hills, and in and around 
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fifoSf 
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%?* u,« 

jW n 

^sii r n 

ueco. 

. -4. XAA . 

c J")fein. 
a v<ihc^o 
ter 1U II 

conve-i-fi 
Sa iJj r > &« 

oear^^-fc 

flurtlx— j^>^" 
moinen tj 
in the* tl * 
as inixc 'l *- 
better t J * 

“ VV^ 1 
°ur eaJ*^ 

'V'ilO, 

side, 

“Uy 

fl, iyr* 

“ri A 

y°u jxa 

r>C> ~ 

" 2 , 




*sa.nda were congregated, sipping tlj r 

>'X’i] v lokinsr with, each otiier, i 

«S y bS“ S The people --e-food 
► the weather, their Ard-Riagn, a “ 
of pleasure they all promised them! 

L _* filter and merriment excited by som 
chiefs, could be plainly beard by 
^v-alls, and was, by the nearest, taken i 
-a t>ome onward until the very lulls s 
oaf ening shout, raised by tlie vast asf 
orriment, however, was not boisterous 
of mead, were often replenished 
they kept themselves within bounds 
sa-s such a vast gathering could well be. 

group, composed partly of soldiers 
fc 1 ie latter predominating, was seated 
lxoir cups and quaffing their brown 
id familiar freedom. Their loud p< 
errily above the sound of pip© and h 
►n, interlarded at intervals with sly j< 
ed at once enlivening and contagious 
3 IH, but outside their circle, as if 
o Icing infection, laughed oftener anc 
ew on. -And sometimes their look 
t:ion of the particular group we ha 
to say, 44 You. are not enjoying yon 
we are.” 

these churls that make such a r 
i their , boisterous laughter ?” asked 

he had flung n 

tradesmen o: 
uproarious as JHc 

^ laughing at my jest, Dima. T1 
I >v vn an y ack, braius to appreciat 

A. fuul 4-l> _ A • — ^ 

Youi 


mantle which he had flung nee 
d to belong to the e 

I they are as 


m: 1 

X, feel the sting, Barrfinn. 
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ecawtdoe^ 11 ^ *axOcle 
them t° y froiri tiT; 
comrade $ — 

The question wag addr^. 
soldier, 'vho> with a h.a,i f to 

laughingly listened to the ^T^isliocl 
- Yes,” he replied, 

ViP+rsiVfl them L1 ** J 


3: their j 
boi «tero Ua dres 


n. 


accent betrays them. " Th»,. ^ ^r e f, — 

“Then, is it not o«tr ai r 0 ^ n H, ' ti t] le ohn^ 
le rude mountains of* ^ to tlii,^ 1 ^ 


y 

are 


old 
cup 
War o; 
h'orn 


X 

the rude mountains ot r ~ a 

at home among the pleasant .*** ~ * o a u „ 


mirth I 

“Curb your temper, ^ Oor1 
“You know not of whom y 0 u J3i ma, rt 
knock on your coxcombical ‘ 8 P e ak . Yo 
your ribs, if you addressed ° r the 

“ He would sooner beard tl-» * XX t ^ 1U8 -” 
her den, Kiaran, than use. Su< T , w °lt" and h 
mucn less to a Dalaradian . Y«„ lang 

Dima bit his lip. lie was <-- 1 , 11Q t kn, 

words had a contrary effect f roni to t 

about to answer angrily, when ICi.... 1 * 511 lle ir 
“ I know him not, Barrtinn. t,u t* T V **■&»*• in 
dians are the swiftest in the chase k “ ov 

the gayest in revel, and the bravest in 
king was a Dalaradiaxi.** cattle, 

‘‘And the Dalaradians,” retorted Dima 
the first to prove false to the gods of ICiinn’ 
one wlio was their swine-herd I” * 

“ To whom do you allnde ?” asked Kiaran 
“To him whose tents even now wiiiteu t 
Colpa* To Sicur, of whom yon liavo Jieard 
' ’ ve heard of him iroin Fergus, Jktilc 

Boon him ij 
GauL 


UlUpH A G k? lUUi ) VJ. VV lioni J 

“ 1 have lieard of him from ] 
last he tarried here ; and X have . 
returning from my first campaign 
bird of ill omen in Tlalaradia.” 


•The Boyne. 
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«* And never so ill fnvored as now. He lias seduced the 
„ j daughters of Milcho from the gods, and comes here 
C onvert the Ard-Riagh, himself. Ha ! ha 1” 

ti„ aims high, Dima. But what did you sa; 


^‘Milcho is dead. He scorned the creed of a swine-herd, 

j died by his own hand, a death of fire !” 

^ fitting death for such a warlike heart. But have his 
children become recreant to the gods ?” 

“ AH but one, the pnnccss Sybula.” 

t 4 ^ n d she,” said Barrfinn, 44 was captured by the Druids, 
and borne to Tara. ’Tis said, she is the loveliest maiden in 
Erinn * that the Druids hide her from human ken ; and as 
Boon as she becomes a Vestal, she will rank above all the Vir- 
ginia of Bel. 

B 44 May the fangs of the foul fiend compress me 1” exclaimed 
the soldier, vehemently, “ but I would like to gaze upon her 
beauty. I saw her mother on her marriage day, and a 
Bweeter rose never bloomed in Emania.” 

44 She is a worthy daughter of Milcho, Kiaran, and, if re- 
port belies her not, as good as slie is beauteous.” 

44 She is sprung from a noble race, Barrlinn ; but methinks 
tliou art mistaken concerning her brothers. They are noble 
youths, such tys the gods admire.” 

44 Their admiration may well cease, then,” exclaimed the 
cynic, Dima, “ for they have forsaken the gods, and know them 
no more. They have become Christians, and are followers 
of yonder impostor, whose white tent you can see from here. 
Is it not strange,” continued Dima, musingly, as he turned, 
with the others, towards the . river , 44 that when a man once 
gets a new-fangled idea in his head — no matter liow absurd 
it may be ; no matter how opposed to sense, law and logic, 
he is not content with keeping t V e miue of knowledge to him- 
self, but he must needs publish h to the world — become a re- 
former, and, though death be the penalty of his rashness, 
maintain it with his life. Our annals tell us that, when Crim- 
thann* sw ayed the sceptre in Erinn, there dwelt one Kinncait, 

* In the twelfth year of this king’s rtlgn bom Oub Saviour. J wm 
Keating. ^ 
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a herdsman of the Attacotti, _ 

mountains of the West. This Kin° calt 1 *.“ a S l *»ed thnt tie 

* . ^i.«« herdnur «i. _ iia t he wna 


LW‘ |W * 

more fitted for governing men tha« h* 5 . 1 "} 11 .# . sl *eep, „ tlH c „ 

ceeded in imbuing a few companions with tins idea. * p' or 

he labored to instill it into his tribe, and a * a ®t succeeded in 
making them as crazy as himSclf; f e . aete *- mined on the 
utter extinction of the nobility of the lana ; and to effect his 
purpose, invited them to a great feast on the plains of Wagh- 
llolog.* The nobles in all sincerity accepted the invitation of 
the Plebeians, and for three days feasted and mingled among 
them. But on the evening of the third Plebeians, at a 

preconcerted signal, fell upon them, and a ^ Were slaughtered 

but three queens, who escaped beyond the sea. 

Then Kmncait proclaimed himself Ard-ltiagh, and the gods 
permitted him to reign five vears. f* ut . ie y were offended, 
and evil was the condition of Erinn during this time. For 
the earth did not yield its fruits to tb« Attacotti. The corn 
and produce of the land were barren ’ there used to bo l,ut 
one grain upon the stalk, one ar orn ttp° n the oak > and oae “ ut 
upon the hazel. Shipless were^er harbor8 > fruitless licr 
trees, and milkless her cattle • so tin *- 4 a geueral famine pre- 
vailed, during the five years that the herdsman was in the sov- 
ereignty. Well, the gods at last been**? appeased, and stri- 
king Kinncait with death, again made J^inn fruitful. JST o w, 
to my thinking,” he continued seeing bl f hearers were inter- 
ested, « it would be better to’ slaV yonder impostor at first, 
before he could do any mischief or o# e f him up as a sucri- 
fice to the gods, rather than wait nntil their ire bccjuno 
aroused, and eause us to suffer for bis . blasphemies. IT or, 
though he holds a different creed from Kinncait,his doctrixatsa 
are more pernicious and de^radinir 99 
“Thou art a pnilosoplier Dima and more fitted for a 
hon than a weaver of wool. Dost tldnk this Ciiristian will 
overthrow Bel if” 

“Paha!” returned Dima, contemptuously, “I laugh at 
folly. But, nevertheless, there are f o0 }? weaklinga 

tlie world, and while these exist tliere will be dupst. lie lx 
entangled the Dalaradiaus iu tlie mesUes of his net. 



■way. 
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oul °f Heber 1” exclaimed the soldier, fiercely, 

«* By beggarly tents strike more terror to yoyf craven 

« yonder tTiose of the Romans in Gaul, to the meanest 

heart*» than the shadows of their spears darkened the 

X)alar&d»an, , ^ passed. What of this Christian, and what 
viney» r ^ 

does he teaci ^ a t question of Barrfinn, Kiaran, thy head 
Didst as ag Qgsian’s ere he returned a truthful answer, 
would he as o he thinks to pass for wit, is his only 

\ scurfy J e8 . T ’ . „ n( J so sorry are they, that they sometimes 
stock in tra rf ’ cr y. But of this Christian. He believes not 
make huese 11 * we were horn to live in peace and harmony, 
in war- . 8 ^ eB t ; that we should not make a raid on a 
like doves in a t - onj n0 r a foray on a foeman’s camp, even 
neighboring ve injured us, but forgive them and put up with 
after they hav 

the wrong- t he glorious Belus 1” exclaimed the impetu- 

“By the r .»y. p tmg, « who ever heard of such a doctrine 

ons soldier, mterr y 

as this 5 otrous I Bat this is not all. He says Bel is a 
“ It is mons one w ith three heads, — ha 1 — but who 

false god; tU f • nself to his followers, is the only true one. And 
never shows n tor . t hat Heber and Heremon, and Mile- 
tliat Bel is an &u tho Gaels, kings, warriors, brehons, 

sius, and , w j 10 have lived here from the time of the 

druids and l ’ a ’ , j n worshiping the sun-god, and that they 
Deluge^we^ ering a etema i torments in the bowels of the 

earth.** should suffer death.** 

ujhe blasph ^ Barrfinn? This foreigner should not be 

“ Sald , to live one day in Erinn. , 

permitted to i Kiar cont emptuously turning his face 

. “ P ! a ; r ve , and looking in *n opposite direction. “The 
from the r ^ h Udren to be inveigled by such silly pratt e. ’ 
£ Tj tell thee lHaran, thy friends, the Dalaradians, be- 
“ But i/ n ii 0 W him. AH but the Princess Sybilla.” 
lieve and f° u " elamored them With his diabolical spells. 

“ ^en he Ja* fatter. and by the light 

She inherits lftrinn . one’s life in her service t” 


ofVell’tSonld be glorious to pa-® 
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“Hush P whispered Barrfinn, soft y> me elrief tain ap- 
proaches. Who may he be?” ft0 d Conra, of rt i ,• 

F “ No, it is the chief Arch-Druid, »“ ce „ > ot -Dalaradia. 

Make way! they are going to the p® wrapped a 

The two Druids with their t^wd^ho ^on 

them, moved slowly through th uncovered lieads and 

each side to let them pass, standing ^ i mslled at their 
respectfully saluting. The noise » hymn of ise tQ 
proach, and the harpers struck up f rcveller s, the military 
As they readied our little group of Conra. A smile of 

uniform of Kiaran attracted the ey hig gloomy face. The 

recognition appeared for a momen s ^yle, and gazed with ad- 
old campaigner saluted in military a paused for a moment, 
miration on the priests of Bel. CoP ^ H e obeyed. They 
and then beckoned to Kiaran to f ol ^ e side the group of 1> ala- 
had gone but a few paces, and stood P. 0 pped an< i -whispered in 
radians, when the Druid suddenly 6 - ^ a respectful atti- 
tlie ear of Kiaran. The latter re 111 * 1 d ^y Conra, again salu- 
tude of attention, and, when dismi 9se 

ted and returned to his friends. a ar t a lucky dog, Kia* 

“ By all the gods of Erinn l but -V,gled out among such a 
ran,” exclaimed Dima, “to be thus sl , an d counsellor of * l ie 
sea of people, as a confidential frier 1 sa cred Isle. Barr linn 
two greatest and highest Druids in t* 1 ® or has been given too 
will now cease his jesting, for the 110 

publicly to be ignored, even by hina- ,, _ ra d e ,” returned Barr- 
“ Meed not this weaver's prate, c as 0W n loom, but 
finn, “ liis tongue makes as much £ uence with thy holy 
rather botliink thee of using thy * tter 8U it e d to my tastes 
f riends, in procuring me something Df dotard. j} 0 w, as cup- 
rhau that of charioteer to a gouty o* a < j- g p engcr 0 f wine art <i 
bearer in the Banquet Hall, or as & Equalled. By keop- 
mead at the revels, I think 1 would t>e an< i brewers, a fric-xx<T 
ing on good terms with the butlers ^ could afford to 
might find it convenient to visit va& \ circumstances permit- 
mote hospitable than what my preset* ^le, when backed xxp> 

TVrv,o ur^nlH finH mv inlrPA mom . \ n . k ur Aiul 1 — 


Pima would find my jokes more P 
by a good cup of wine, than he o° eil 
sides, Kiaran——” 


them now. 


Digitized by 


Google 



172 


» to your jesting, Bairfinn,** interrupted the bluff 
«* A ^ r ' tce j i,nuiore<Uy, “ I have been honored just now, 
Boldie r » g°° " me to pay the penalty in a stoop of wine. And 
and y° u J have received a greater honor than you w*.t of.” 
I will* * or _ seen you in familiar terms with the two 

uXlftveweno^i^^ 

x r c]v-l' raM v» . greater honor awaits me on the morrow 1 
t«Yea* " vou are invited to the Ard-Kiagh’s palace.” 

-r«* eh * , a i 7me r. 

„ld D" na L”‘,; r (to thnt.” 

“ Even gre o j j what can it bo !” 

“ In the aa t ^ e Princess Sybilla, from the College of 
“ To 59... to die holy temple, and from thence to the 

Sacred ’ 

pal» ce 1 j ■Rarrfiun looked at each other in astonishment. 

X> i®a a 9~ ore cincts of the Sacred College was an honor, 
To enter the P cou ld not obtain, without the sanction ot 

•which event _ to be the protector of the Prince- s Sy- 
the A^rcb-itru ^ j lonr) 0 f whose beauty and sanctity all Eriun 
billa, even xo whoBe praise was in every mouth, was some- 
had heard, a unexpected, that, for a moment, it took 

thing 8® ? ua hreat hs. They stood gazing at Kiaran in mute 
away their u enjoyed their surprise. His outward ap- 

a6tonishnien • ^ h j 3 heart beat high with pride, at the 

P. ear Tf!vor bestowed upon him. He knew their thoughts, 
signal taV °. h . v were , they would freely exchange their youth 
Young as tn J ^ eld the privilege of being by her side, 
for liis gray “ , ’ f nr a moment. It was the proudest 


pmuus - — , d gtandard-bearer ox miicno, r - . 

potenvy ano ^ ^ d hter for a time. Let ns enter .ho 

L ng r d ^ have some wine; it Vt® 8er 7 e ^ drown all envious 
booth and n» d antidote f° r A trouhled spirit ” 

fe i “He «*. well afford 

spTndaTeW Roman coins on hie lock > for 18 a 


to 
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honor he will enjoy to-morrow, | Prefer to 

remain here, on the green sward, t and f tile da J' 

god streaming on us, to thepent-np 1 he day-god at ™? 8 * 

phere of a booth. Here we can see ^ «• he «mke 

to rest, and pour a loving hbafaon t ^ aU my ^eart iood 
“ And ^ permitted, I will j°| ^ an stepping to Kiaran’s 
Dims” «a/ m od.»d. enable ®»,i r 

side, and addres|ing Dima, For £ ^ did rose bud when 
woo cheek of lonelier maiden, and i h M S ybill a , of Dala- 
wet with dew, look half so fair ana 

radia.” welcome to Kiaran, than 

“ And never was fnend more ~ claimed the old soldier, 
Fergus, the Bard of Dalaradia I ^ geati him by his 8 ide 
embracing Fergus, for it was he, ft* 1 '* in many a fierce cam- 
on the sward. “ Old comrade nnn e » g ^ Dalaradia 1 Sad 
paign, give me your hand. How f** w hen friend Dima re- 
are told, (and they lose notlm , anamen Dima says, 
hem,) of Milcho’s children t he j£vil One. Is it sol 
; all but Sybilla, have gone over t0 B Dalaradia so blessed 
It is not trne, Kiaran. Never ' v ^ rJn \ n the faith as now l 
as now; never were her children so *** « v mistaking the true 
“ Ha ! I knew it,” said Kiaran p r< ? ..^-daw prates when the 
meaning of Fergus’s words. “ Tli© 3 furze when he Dears 
eagle is abroad, but hides Ids head id 

the rustle of Ids wing.” ot so loud as he, when 

“ I told you his own loom clicked ** ever croa king,” put in 
fairly started. Like the raven, he '?- c0 mfiture of his friend. 
Ban-fin, who wickedly enjoyed the dm „ tnrne( j X>ima, 

“ I did but tell the tale as I h© 0 ** 1 * 

humbled and crest fallen. fc a rumor,” said Kiaran, 

“ Well, well, we’ll not dispute a b ° a hadow chill my 
“I am too happy to let any passing * er rier mood.” 

Bring more wine, for never was I»d holding a sparkling 
The wine was brought, and 

beaker in his hand rose to his feet. pearl of Emania, tlio 
“ Heros to the Princess SybiU^ *^ 0 ”g acre d Isle.” 
beloved of the gods and the gem o* ™ enquired, after dr*«.ixx- 
“ H&st seen her lately, Fergus t *^oat. 
ing his cup and resuming his grnsejT 


stones 
peats them, 
that 
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It is nine moons since I have been in Tara.* 
a ffo. thee if she resembled her mother, were it not 

a I won , f 0 r myself on the morrow. I am command- 

that I to escort her from the Sacred College, to the 

ed by she is to become a vestal. I suppose, Fergus, 

tetnpl e > w chant a strain in her honor.” 

your harp The information he was receiving from 

Fergus s ^^ a t had for two days been seeking in vain. 
j£iaran> wa ; ke hated hypocrisy in any form, he was deter- 
And thoug j e gftimate means in his power, to gain all the 
joined by a cOU ld regarding her. If Kiaran mis-construed 
intellig^ 1 that was his own fault, and to acknowledge liitn- 
his iueamn« ^hout the question being put to him di- 
self a not consider diplomacy at the present juncture. 

rectly*.* 10 . , jj ar d determined to be on his guard, and give 
The wily ° ^ would not compromise him ; but at the same 

Buch answer Bma ck of anything condemnatory of the faith 
time, woui Relieving that St. Patrick would prevail, and 
he protease ’ding day not only change the heart of Sybilla, 


on the ^^j^fljiiagh a ^ 80 > anBw ered in the fulness of his 

heart’s kop®* ^ will. Never did its most ambitious 

6i Aye * wh, as on the day Sybilla becomes a child of 
flight wing go ® r high as the eagle over the valley of the 
God. like itg W aters, be as bright and pure, or else this 

hand has lost 1 te° , mning^e in y ont ^ I have beard 

‘ u h the battle hymn, on the first morning we met the 
thee harp 1 ^ cpc dwellers on the ntmost verge of the sea, 
Armoric^®’ were gtout and ro ugh as the grey icebergs from 
whose arm floated past then- town, i'hey were the con- 
the north, 1 * the Romans Ours were the slow-paced Sax- 
quered alh eS q£ B harp-homed cattle, whom we despised, but 
°ns, breeder ^ of the conquering Roman. Our 

T me were outnumbered, and we feared tor the fate of our 
legions wer ^ ba * de when the strains of thy harp 

? WU !‘«n our ears, we cast the Sa *? n “ lde > aad “ 

tiT h^dlong shock of our onset, shattered the Roman hosts 
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^ crgxiB V 9 
^arming at 


and vanquished his daring eagle. ? 0 *}i/ e p? 0:t *iber, 

“ I do, old comrade, well,” re P h ^ 118 viviH/' d> 
the recollection of the events tn . dl .y conjured up 
“ Nial led the van, with his p altt . . B hadow d ^Uabow ith 
the warriors of the Braid, trod on hi ow as h e charged 
the foe !” , ,1 , 

“ Ay ! and how gloriously we sa c ^ e , , ar *d clutched 

our slaves and other booty, over the aeaa Doaies of the Bo- 
mans 1 Thv harD. Fercms. was then as potent as a lesion of 


mans 1 
spears. 


Thy harp, Fermi', was then as potent as a legioAi ux 
nears. Milcho loved its tones as m field as in the 

Banquet Hall. Surely thou hast » ot forgotten thy deftness 
in touching the strings, and canst h ar P a ia y of love or praise 
for the daughter, as well as a war-eong f or the sire V' 

“ That I can, good Kiaran, and ng ht willingly shall I per- 
form the office.” ... 

“Then I hope to hear thee to-morrow, Fergus. Thon wilt 
see me, as I enter the palace with SybiUa, and my Hear 
will be expectant to hear thy song* ® ut ^ U P’ corrira- » 

th “ We C liavi a bfe a n d w absorbed ’ in your warlike remioiscen- 

ces,” replied Dima, “that we hn^ e forgotten everything 
else * 99 

“And the day-god is sinking loW, ^ oh w 1 arns “f* my 
master will think his charioteer is * l8 ° a la ^ ard t0 torry 
away so long,” said Barrfinn. rising- * -kt- i 

“Let ns drink one bumper to the memoiy of Nial ere we 
part,” said Kiaran. . . . ., , 

“ With aU my heart. The loom remain idle when 

such jolly comrades meet,” responded Dima, idling up a gen- 
erous draught. . _ 

“Thou wouldst make a jolly cotn r T m the ^“P’ !>-«=««, 
whatever thou mightest be in the field. 

“ The camp would suit me better, Kiaran. But no matter. 
Here’s to the memory of thy great Hero, and another meeting 
on to-morrow.” 

“ I must haste me to the rath, to ^ arn my spearmen of their 

depart, “> 

meet Oongal and Cathal, and welcome t 
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ti j$y thenve^ Farewell till to-morrow. w 

it _^.Tid ml ® ra ^ e ^ ) eac n taking a different route, and elbow* 
Tb©y. ^P®; ftg best they conld, through the crowd. Fergus 
ing their way^^ t ^e river, where the white tent of Patrick 
proceeded Jj? not go directly to it, but making a detour to 

yras set. ** t be crowd was not so densely packed, and 
the 1©#> ^ fetter elude recognition, he slowly, and in a 

^ er ?^?J 5 °^ele8 8 manner, pursued his way. The breeze of 
geenoingy » c \J gg laden with the tones of a thousand harps, 
the evening w ^ ^ pipe, mellowed by distance, fell upon his 
and the not® gg^Jhg in a crimson cloud, and the spires 

ear. ^■* ie 6 uttered in rays of burnished gold. The silvery 
and don 1 ® 8 g^ef ully before him, and on its banks reposed — 
river glide® V , . ct j_ 0 him in all that glorious panorama — the 
the brightest the Bign 0 f Purity, of Truth, and Im- 

Ooes. tde * en borne by the Saviour, the emblem of 

m»n’s n^rceived to a thicket on the river’s banks, ho 
Stealing ft Bm all curragh, and launching it, struck 

drew from t ^ e B tream. He had scarcely gained the cen- 
boldly oUt rOB6 from the hosts of Tara, and he perceived 
tre, wb f\f nu ing to the banks. The words “ renegade,” and 
a crowd „ ‘ er0 e B houted after him, stones were thrown in 
“traitor, 'w hi B frail bark; he heeded them not, 

thousand** ^ f or t h e further shore. He gained it in 

but boldly ^ up the sloping bank, paused not until he 

safety, an® teIlt c f &. Patrick. There he was met by the 
reached . tn ® hiin8 elf, Prince Mahon, Congal, Oathal, Conall, 
|Ood Saint w bo rushed out to meet and welcome 
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CHAPTER 

„ tab A. 

THK MEETING A* 

j a|jook| 

The monarch saw aD ®L^ 0 ice; 

And bade no more took. 

All bloodless waxed - cC . 

And tremulous hie vt L e ar, 

44 Let the men of lore *PK, 

The wisest of the ear* ^ fear. 
And expound the word® 

Which mar our roy* 4 


. . r apB, and Bealtinne 

It was Easter Eve with the Chris* ^j a y of the king. To 
the Pagans. It was also the birth t ^ e nobility, the eliief s, 
celebrate liis nativity he assemble 41 to >p ara< To him eaine 
the Druids, and the Brelions of Er 1 * 1 . 0 nsands of follower's — 
the Kings and Princes, with their 1 _jgth, in their pride arid 
clad in military panoply — in their &* r p, jo-baric splendor, with 
power, in all the magniticeuco ol Their chariots, drawn 
waving banners and dancing plume® l^ped the bit in anger att 
by iiery and restive steeds, which oh 11 j^red, and foamed wit-li 
the unwilling thraldom which they etl ^ ie g H y trapping vvlr i«-li 
fury at the curbsome rein, scorning up the road known axs 
caparisoned them, passed in lmndr« W ith tliem the pride, 
the “ Slope of the Chariots,” beavtf 1 *^ 

the beauty, and the manlipod of j f rom roya i Tara con- 

From each of the four roads that i jr y. C olored and rarying, 
verged a countless crow'd, whose ^f^ightcr tinge to tlie gio- 
but picturesque costumes,, added a y* c rimsoned in glory l>y 
riotis landscape as it lay outapreft 41 *^ reach, a swarm of I * n- 
tl,e rising sun. Far as the eye eo» , the valleys, and dot 
mau beings darkened the roads, fi* 1 ® 
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. s ides, all eagerly pressing forward to the capi- 
the n Their banners shone proudly in the morning 

tal of E 1 ?? • tlieir trumpets woke the slumbering echoes 
air ; fc k e ^ SOU nd of their harps filled the pure May au- 
to lif e ? 811(1 e delicious melody than the lark, which stood 
with a . mOT 'A air, silenced and entranced by the sweet sounds 
poised Every hearth was cold in Erinn. The 

wafted * rom x tj n guished on this day ; and, until such time as 
fires iwiid drew fire from heaver — from the Sun-god — it 
the A rc h“tj_ kindle a flame* From the four points of the 
was death to w ^h brands and torches, to receive a part of 
Island they c ^ ^ replenish their hearths. For days previ- 
the cel f® tll " T1 e appointed for the opening of the ceremonies, 
oub to the on ^een flocking thither, and on this the first day 
the P e °Pj~ . mor e than a million of souls were encamped at 
c f the 11 

Tara. . Q f Nial, convened this assembly, according to 
X»aegari, so predecessors, among other reasons, for the 
the usage o . rm | n g tfi e customs and laws of his kingdom, 
purpose ox t conven tion of the nation. When the nobles and 
at the general met together on such occas ons, the Ard- 

Ollamhs ox . King ot Ireland, dwelt with his household, 

Riagh,orsover^ 

a nalace which was specially reserved 


Riaglh or 8 ®, ie re gt, in a palace which was specially reserved 
apart from re 8 idenee. Besides this, each of the Provincial 
as his roya j residence appropriated to himself at Tara. 
Kings haa . -L t0 tl t ) ier e were three other buildings, 
And ? Jldch was called the “ Stronghold of the Hostages,” 

one ot y , i. eT)t his prisoners; and another, the “Star of 
where the kmgkept ms pris^ BrehonSj QUa J a% and Bard8 

held B theh sittings; and here fmes and erics were imposed 

• time in whirh the gi** 1 festival of the Gentiles, «. e. the 

* “ This was tb« ‘ celebrated- *** P r ‘ n f e8 » all , d 

FeU of i come to Laeghari J»cNeil, to lara, to celebrate the tosti- 

tains were wont toco 8 ^Jso wont to come to prophesy to them. 

vaL The Druids a FpinTl er ® ft g usually extinguished on that ni lit ; 

The fire of ^^Ariby the ktog 110 Shoul< i ‘•“'‘Slrted in i Erinn 

and it was conn»a£“ . * d «■** d nor alver would be accepted from 

& the fire o^.'md^r^ 8uffer dea th for it.”- TripartiU 
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The third building was named Jh® 8 with the f^ 8 ] of the 
Ladies.” Here the Provincial Qn®® n ’ her own me “* 

bers of their families resided, t»d the building. B ut when 
ments, bnt within the enclosure ° infirm laws and rules 

the Convention met to ongiDjte ft grand hall called the 

for the nation, it held its sessions 

“ Hall of Public Deliberation.”* attended by his chiefs, 

At the appointed hour, the *1^ proceeded to the great 
Brehons, and Bards, left the palace of the « slo e 0 1 t ho 

temple. This was situate on the .\ t . ° xAsiT form, open to the 
Chariots.” It was built in a eeWi eminence of the road, 
heavens, and at a point on the biJ5 distance. It was of the 
which was easily distinguishable at - ** who f or bade the use of 
cyclopean architecture of the Drui°®^ at „ r an i t e blocks which 
any stone-cutter’s chisel upon the g r * Cromlech or altar was 
formed the walls of their temples. ea cred enclosure. Here 

built on the centre of the floor of - na . on the very verge of 

the Irish Gaels were assembled, knee t b e Druids and sao- 

tlie mystic circle, within which n° &e . death. The Cromlech, 
rilicers durst enter, on pain of install crac k or flaw, was sup- 
a huge, rude mass of granite, with 0 ar f ace was grooved that 
ported on five unequal pillars. I* s tone basin below, 
the victim’s blood might flow into ft . ue , cam e the provincial 
Following the king and his ret d c f Dalaradia, took; bis 
kings and chiefs. Congal, as Lor° j^ e waB accompanied by 

f lace convenient to the Ard-Biagb- oUn g prince of Auglier, 
lathal and Fergus. Mahon, th® Carbre, followed, and 
with his attendants, lbar, Felim, w ith their retinues of 
after them came a hundred prin oC *f ii nn t u e f on n e r witli a 


vv x oil urn ttvvvuvtuuiKi, JL Wlbjn incli feUD IIC7D OX 

after them came a hundred P™n^ c rr hnn, die former witli a 
slaves and clansmen. Dima and •**^Li anc ed toward the river, 
sneer on his lip, as he occasionally ® vere encamped, occu jpix d 
where St. Patrick and his disciple** ven i en tly watch the _pro- 
positions from which they could co® temple. 

ceedings, and have a good view of ‘t* res r)ective places, tlio 
When the ehiefs had taken tU©» r v 


* Keating: 
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« Djinceses, the •wives and daughters of the nobility 
ineen* 811(1 P, to the places reserved for them. Then a blast 
o.e forwar gonn< j e d, and from the Sacred College issued 
>f a trumpet ^ -white-robed maidens, the vestals of Bel. Be- 
: Q rtb a * >an - i j 0 wed those who had served their novitiate, and 
hind them 1 g^billa. Kiaran, with a chosen band of spear- 
tirnong t ' ieII V "jed her, and the smile that lit up his features 
inen, aee°’ n P pleasure that sparkled in his heart. The fame 
revealed the p and ) ier heroic resistance of the Christian's 
c f her beau y ’receded her arrival at Tara ; and the proud pa- 
doetrh 1 © “ a ft a 8 embled there — each one as heroic as her own — 
gan hearts .ass ^ h and gloried in the anticipated tri- 

beat i° u(1 ! s ? t bey believed Bel would achieve over the Chris- 
umphj Ti U< i! ho dared blaspheme his name. Her towering 
tia» 08 ^marvellous beauty, and her proud, imperial look, 
B tature, her m intense devotion she had Bhown for Bel 
combi 0 ?® - flamed these hearts with an admiration and love 
and Erhmj 101 ^* tliat w hich they professed for the Ard-Riagli 

only eqmaieo 

were centered upon her ; the kneeling fig- 
himsett- . to their gods, in what was to them the holy of 
tires, bowing ^ keada ^ 8 h e passed, to gaze upon her, and 
holies, raisea went out in homage at her shrine, 

ten thousand veB fearless and defiant, swept the circle in their 
He r dark ey > ^ rested for a passing moment on Mahon, 
immediate g«f • a i m08 t chilled him to the heart. She 

and their 1®° , * and Congal, and a blush of shame mantled 
glanced at C i ooked tt t Una, Elie, and Ova, and hor 

her pale I . a ~T ten d e me88 and love exhaled the dew of her soul 
affection, lier d j ier pride and patriotism alone kept the tears 
to her eyes* eyelids from trickling down her cheeks, 
that f rin °?fore her the loved ones of her house and heart, 
She saw bci° ^ ^ , of Ennn; she saw her brotn- 

reuegades to whom heart would rend ite inmost 

ere and ff^them from a pang pam, Jobless anddisnou- 

core 1 ’ ,° TZt tlie chiefs, the S® 1 **’ ^ i ‘l Ar ? i R ^ h of 

?f?d before there her look evinced con- 
i'™ 111 - Una and her si&ters, compassion mingled with 

tempt; but tor 

reproach and 


Digitized by Google 



131 



scintillating rays of his teams lofty turrets that raised 
green sward beneath, and on i U* AB his devotees looked 
their prond fronts to lus ardent ^ face8 a triumphant answer 
upon him, they read in each other & tions, -which the presence 

to the unpleasant and perplexing <1» - r liearts . They felt jobi- 
of the Christians had mspired in Christian and his God 

lant, for on this day they believed 1 

would be vanquished. . - e r circle of the temple, 

The Arch-l>ruid, entering the 'j^yoked his assistance in 
prostrated himself before Bel, odd . . Then rising, he pro- 
kindling die holy tire of the Sacred on such an occasion, 

eeeded to consummate the sacrifice _ and its blood, caught 
A lamb was slaughtered on the thrown into the flames, 

in the stone bowl underneath, he breathed a prayer, 

Again prostrating himself to earth t-, onra to approach, h tn. 
and rising to his feet, beckoned A' er f ume d wood, marked 
Taking from his hands a piece o» * -with outstretched hand 
with cabalistic characters, he held ** stilled, every head wa* 
towards the sun. Every breath wa fj on and homage to the 
bowed, every heart prayed in ador & ^ mute anc i motionless, 
sun-god. The king and his chiefs f ear and tremhling 

The thousands assembled there, ^ ke made manifest- It 

waited for the power of their god * efle believers in Bel- -A. 

was an awful, a solemn moment to tn not liing, save the beat- 
silence deep and profound reigned, ^^ed, breathless and still, 
iug of tneir hearts, was audible. /fc*"\>iou8 wonder on the ^--or- 
tlie kneeling multitude looked in- tiie holy circle in- 

geously-robed prie6t, as he stood ^ _ 

yoking fire from heaven. -hurst from Conra, so wild 

At that moment a cry of agony it gained to free*® 

and piercing in feeling and intensity* 
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1 ’ blood with terror ; and with a bound they leaped 
tbe p®°P. £ ee t. The Arch-Druid paused in astonishment ; 
upon their Q^ningly grasped the jewelled hilt of his skein, 
the kd B 8 * r f oV a moment were concentrated on the Dalara- 
atxd rpj ie angry look on his face was terrible. He 

j a n Dr®* impersonation of hate and evil, as with out- 
B eenoed tne ^ p 0 i u ted to the llill of Slane. 
stretched na on that holy hill, made holy forevermore by 
A* 1 ** tner . 0 ro8e a dense volume of smoke, its spi- 
the events o the face of their boasted sun-god, and 

ral the clouds. It rose on tlie stilly atmosphere, at 

piercing* 0 than an infant’s hand, and faint as an infant’s 
hi-st n° njJ58 ascended in the golden sun-light, denser and 
hreath » bu ^ enB e it grew, until the skies and valleys were en- 
still na< i r f •*_ e mhrace. 

velop 6 * 1 111 .£ t he breath of the living god had breathed upon 
Then, as ^ ame 0 f lire, whose burning darts soared up- 
it, leaped eaven8 and hglitcd,in the skies of Erinn, a glory 
ward to tne t h a t have never waned ! It was a spark of 
and a origin ra jiant fountain of God’s heart, sent in his 

love from t ‘ n c bildren of Erinn. It was the star, dcs- 
mercy, to « F & to g ,,ide them through centuries of mar- 
tined ih * n * apa aof blood. It was the Paschal fire, kindled 
tyrdom “J“.® tian St. Patrick, in honor of tlie Saviour, that 
by the ym , of Er.nn’s false gods, and broke down the 
melted i pa o-anism in the Island ! 

bulwarks u * r J> j Kinff Laegaen and his warriors saw the 
^ fl-l^-ttonderbolu.Jl.e.Tea 

light nasiu* fo . u i<j not have been more astonished, 
fallen U P°“ * t t h e y looked at each other in wonder. Then 
For a moin kikaQd 8cowling brow, standing erect and 
t | ,e kin ^’ hutching bis skein, demanded of the Arch-Di iud : 
“Twho has dared to violate the commands of an Ard-Riagh 

. aD d impiously profahe her Unnples and lie r gods i ” 

of ,f3 r S answered not, bU* k «P t ll “ ^ bxed steadfastly 

? re as if he were fa^cm»* ed b 7 tbe S1 g bt ;, Co1 ^ 

whs livid with rage tiirumg toward the king, said : 
Wh «°Ti fa ^a» who has kindled tlu8 *** ° K,n g ! 1B one > whc 
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if not immediately destroyed, •• eX tinguishecT\^ Joni 
kingdom; and if this hre is Eriun. F[ e , o-day , and 

NO w, will never be extinguished d t pl a n?hf / rom 

barbaric Rome the germ of a f^^tian, ajft!. „ ^ 
and overthrow her gods. He is a name 18 

Sicnr!” _ . t, e shall die!” fiercely ex~ 

“ Then by the glory of Belus! » be av enged “ 

Litvto/1 Inner. ** nntrftffB ^ -1 . 


will 


wrest 


from 


y°n, yom 


claimed the king, 44 This outrage. ce< j ar0 und^the circle of 
Tyrnng from Conra hisevegl^ fcU n the gweet and 
Nobles and Warnors, until his it re8 ted. Sybilla fol- 

noble countenance of Mahon. ^ \ a nd Oathal, believing 

lowed the look of the king. \ on &f his conversion, trembled 
that Conra had informed the king d 8in iie cur'ed tbe lip 
for the safety of their friend. A P^^aud (> f the king. As 
of Sybilla, as she listened to tbe c° at 0 onra> -which was un- 
he spoke, she shot a meaning glan© e 

derstood and returned by him. monarch, u take witb yon 
“ Prince of Tir-owen,” said the ** e ug t ^ B impostor, this 
a band of spearmen, and bring bet 4 ^ the advice of our lioly 
blasphemer of the gods of Erinn- t,nm. But linger not on 
priests, we shall here await your t j ie aton emen t to t»e swift 
the way, we warn yon, for we wis*\ — r ible 1” 

as our vengeance will be just and * throne, departed on his 
Mahon, bowing lowly before t t^earta burning witli differ- 
mission, leaving behind him many l anxiously waiting and 
ent impulses and convictions, but %.&& caused such conster- 
expecting the arrival of him, who 11 

lanied by St. 
nt and stern, 

of Grod con- 

the king and his followers looked tW9 “ one rose to do him honor ; 
fronted them. None saluted liim» 1 B i low him no courtesy, 
for the king had commanded their* Q as the Saint passed 
But despite his command, there v>r0 ' „ and hade Mm welcome, 
on his way to the monarch, who r® 8 X)i»a, “whose heax-fc -was 
This was the bard Ere, the son ° ty and benignity of tlie 
touched by divine grace.” The Larte of all, save the Kang 
Saint’s countenance, touched th© 
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^.lone, friendless aiul unprotected he appeared 
a»d Ooura. Helying 6oleiy on the Grod whom he adored, 
among e faith which he professed, touched their chival- 

a nd th® ® tra .& admiration, and caused them to give him a 

patient hearmg*.^. monarch was wedded to his gods ; 
* The P r0 . u ’jje believed them to have been the bulwarks of 
for centurie w bo opposed them, his lieai-t was adamant. 

Erin 0 5 a ® though inflamed with anger at the insult given 
jjevertheles > bearing of St. Patrick, served to mollify for a 
the* 0 ’ wrath. 

time? even i 6<jene followed. The King asked St. Patrick 
tt A strung ^ _ the Druids contended witli him, and inso- 


- J-*- r n g • tilt) .L/iluuo uuubcaucu wiui uuuj nuu uiov 

m»°y ^ ne8tl< nced liis preaching, especially the doctrine of the 
1 - uenou ru de men, aecustomed to decide arguments 


leotly 


Trinity* x ti ie r than by words, required some extraordinary 
X>j blows, 1 ’ a ., e power of this god, of whom they had never 
evidence °i 1 whom they were little inclined to rever- 
beard before, 


the 


a 

in 


ence. tbcomin^. Of all those who opposed him none was 

jtwasf ort ^ Conra. He was especially obdurate and 
s o malig nan i all g Ua ge. He cursed the Saint and his 

blaBphem°u» n jg luB to annihilate him. He harangued 
god, a ncl ca \ i ig cobles, and reminded them of the power and 
king native . that through the protection of Bel 
ry of t n ®. ctorie8 h ac i been gained over the Christian hosts 
i « nd that his displeasure and anger would be made 
_ Gaul, a ome terrible manner, were the Christian allowed 
manifest i° ® fake md un holy doctrines, 
to practice blasphemer and impostor,” exclaimed the angry 
“ g od is false, he » the ally of the Evil One an,; 

Druid. j jf be is more powerful than the gods of 

the enemy ® ghow hiB powe r 1 or why does he send a swine. 
Erinnleth^bassadorf He has insulted our holy religion 
herd as his a kw8 and custo ms of the land; and for these 
and broken t decreed has impiously profaned oui 

crimes, aeaM* 

life of St. Patrick. 
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6 of 

holy temple, and interrupted us in n precino^ r ^ost solemn 
tiifna Tip llRA 111 trnHed on the sacred precincts of ^._ soiem ? 


rites . lie ... intrided on the of 0 „ = 


groves, 
and our 


For these 


Ard-Riagh, the allegi^f 5 " is due them 
crimes he must suffer de»t > ° r ^Uis, O King J 
we demand his blood !” ^ f v 

A murmur of approbation rose f r ° . ^IVtitude. En- 
couraged by this, Conra became invectives; 
and while tlie great pagan host, , . ° r tlie Saint’s 

blood, uttered fierce and horrible ** as P iemies against the 
most High God. , ,,jl , 

“ I spurn ye and your accursed sy** 100 J ie snouted point- 
ing, with a gesture of disdain, to th e cross, which the Saint 
held in his hand. “If there is any P°wer m it, or in your 
god, perform it on me before the men oi nnn I 
' He stood before the Apostle, ft fierce and malignant sneer 
mantling his dark and frowning face, daied him to the i^sue 
with I>el. The few Christia/heart® > eat f ® ar ; 

ful rapidity. They looked upon Pat ” ck} a« he stood 

calm, resolute and fearless before Hi® enemms. Whi © 
pagan priest’s bosom glowed with th ^ ^ iu 

the victory he had so easily achieved ^ 4.1 

the act of giving orders for Ms im^ediate arrest and -deftth, 

slowly the Christian raised tl e c^ss k “ haads ’ h<dd at 
before the face of the blasphemfng & rmd \ Fo ™ . he 

looked upon it in scorn, and TeV''^ ck “ lightning 
cleaves the oak of the forest, thrU «P lua arms ™ th a eliriek 
and fell dead at the feet of the Sain* 1 , .. , „ , . 

“ Let God arise, and let liis enend e . s ke "ft™**' 
ed Patrick, looking sternly at the l* in S* , Fl f l atter > though 
forn' 4i ml vi rues «of nnn «-r! a j \ ^vviis about to reply 


terrified, was not convinced, and 

haughty and indignant tone, when ft si»*- ;s ■ 

again burst on their astonished ears, t<>xx<es 


£ 
of 

wJier 

iu 


Hi* HUIOU VII UlCii aDLUUlBIltJU ,1 1 •_ i. j.L 

a female. Mahon heard it, and mildly rushing to the sp^t, 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE BAPTISM OF 8YBLLLA. 


Htaff re priests, your deep TeDeums; bards, make answer loud and long, 

In vour rapture flinging heavenward censers of triumphant song. 

Isle for centuries blind in bondage, lift once more thine ancient boast, 

From the cliffs of Inmshowen southward on to Carbery’s coast. 

We have seen the Right made perfect; seen the Hand, that rules the spheres 
Glance like lightning, through the clouds, and backward roll the wrongful 
years. — Aubrey De Fsrs. 


The red deer roams on Tulla’s side. 

These hills are cold and bare, 

The Arney’s waters sweetly glide, 
And Caliir’s woods are fair. 

The flowers that spring by Annalee 
Might grace the proudest queen, 
O! lady, haste, ana come with me 
To Alva’s woodlands green. 


She listened to the minstrel’s ley. 

She heard his footsteps nigh, 

Then brushed a trembling tear away. 

That dimmed her soft blue eye ; 

She flung the lattice open wide. 

And whispered, soft and low, 

•*To -night whatever may betide, 

Zioug with thee I’ll go.” 

-C. 


.tl loom for the Princess Sybilla,” he shouted, bearing her 

in J»i 6 ar “ 8 h an i d making fraD f a ‘fa 1 ®/ 0 burst through the 
( “ Make way, comrades and clansmen, and & t» » 

^ breath of heaven blow upon her. She lias swooned « 
Catb M, Fergus, Ibar and his comrades now made 
their appearance, and casting those nearest them aside, with 
thoir strong arms opened a space for Mahon to pass. * “ 
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« ,™. This wa 7 to the well of HLeagh,* Prio 
Tis but a few paces thithox** and its coo , 
waters will soon revive lici *- 7 ? 

Quickly following this advice, so opporl 
old bard, and treading in. the footsteps 
comrades, the young prince soon gained t 
ftud laid Sybilla gently down on the m 
brothers readily spread on the ground, h 
hands, lie took from the bubbling spring a 
and sprinkled her face and neck. The tin 
respectful distance from the young nobles 
fanning her temples, aided by the generous 5 
her to consciousness. Opening ber eyes 
around. A shudder passed over* ber frarn^ 
Mahon; but immediately recalling the 
witnessed, she raised herself to a sitting 
inquired for the Saint. s 1?° 

“Where is Sicur? Bring him tome r\ 
tians! help an erring child 1 I believe iV. rj;, 
art traly the G-od of Heaven and 



“Ay, freely, willingly, Sybilla, and v 
has at length shown to thee the p-,.„ 
truth 1” 

“ 0 Mahon ! I have been blind, and 

. xi j i _ 


but, praised be thy Godl mine eyes 
Oatlial and Congai 
Their hearts were too 
dewed their eyes, and 


gr 0 


Pin 


bent over* her ^ °P^ 
full for 

„ r bosoms 

lioly happiness. They gazed upon her 


•Afterwards CAlled Tober Patrick. This well _ 
several mentioned in the prose and poetic descri nt ^ 
to Dr. Petrie’s Essay ; but this, most likely, c? Ils 

jnd Loigleas, in the Book of Armagh, which | a 
Ria?h, the great royal residence, andiu which 
"^baptized St- Ere, after his conversion, and. inanv ? 
^-Petrie's “tfss&yon Tara,” page IQ. ^ * 
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pressed to her side, and caressed her with feelings of the most 
intense devotion. How bright she looked. How fair she 
shone before Mahon ; her glorious beauty lit up with that 
tenderness and indehnabl > splendor, which Christianity alono 
can impart to the female face. He had longed for this hour ; 
had yearned for this moment ; and now, when it had come, 
he could scarcely realize its truth. 

A stir among the crowd warned them, that the Saint was 
approaching. Fergus, Who had been dispatched after him, 
appeared, guiding him to the well. As he approached Sy* 
billa, she rose to her feet, and rushed to meet him. She kissed 
his vestments, and, throwing herself on the ground, clasped 
his knees, and supplicated him to save her. 

«< o Sicur 1 Fatricius, holy man of God ! save me ! save me 1 
for I believe 1” 

« Arise, daughter !” tenderly replied the Saint, taking her 
hand, “ arise, and be baptized 1” 

Leading her to the well, he was about administering the 
sacrament when Jxiaran, who had been intently looking on, 
stepped forward, and professed his belief in Christ. He also 
begged to be baptized. But ere the Saint could answer, 
lhma and Bari nun, who had followed their old friend Kiaran, 
silently knelt by his side. The awful and sudden death of 
Conra, and the speedy conversion of Sy billa, gave an impetus 
to the feelings with which the Saint inspired them; and they 
crowded m hundreds round the well to receive the first sac- 
rament of the Church, and become children of God. 

vTh© brings of Sybilla’s conversion and Conra’s fearful 
death, soon spread among the multitude, and great was the 
fear and wonder the intelligence evoked. The lead body of 
the pruid was borne from the presence of the king, by his 
satellites, but though the power manifested by the Saint tilled 
Hie monarch with tear, he was still wedded to his troda and 
rL& Idilcho, was too proud and stubborn to bend j£>tnrnlZ 
^Uis pahen, with da?k and sullen brow, he paced hi Xi 
ber, guttering at intervals tierce words, which boded no S 
tjie Christian Apostle. ® 

1 jAeanwhile, from the four roads, from the “Slop© of the 
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Chariots, ’’ from every nook cor T 

ing throng pressed forward t,o meet and ^east 
him, who had wrought sucli W'ondei's in E . Jj e ^ 
rounded by thousands who &**& Gr }y clamored for Hf 
into the true fold. It seemed d a ray or trod’s g7 
fallen from heaven, and a spark of His divine love 
limity, had centered in the heart of the Saint. And 
was so. Never, since the Sermon on the Mount, 
eloquence enthrall a people. -Trover did history rec 
a victory of truth over error ; sxxcli a signal and tins 
of Christian charity over pagun pride and passh 
that day, the children of St. have been, the m 

of Christ on earth. 

As the waves, wlien lashed to fury by tl\e n \ 
and, borne on the breath of tlie tempest 1 0 ° TX 
myriad-fold on Antrim’s rocky coast, so swont^J 1 
ous throng to meet St. Patrick:. Wave nfte ^ le 
and the sun had sunk to rest and the 
down upon royal Tara ere he retired to lii s * * 6 

lowed by thousands who surrounded it, 
of morning, to light them again to Ills p re lm 8 
Sybilla, accompanied by her friends, foil eilee * 
While her brothers and sisters pressed 
all the fond endearments which their* love^ 11 ^ 
fied their joy at her happy conversion, °ou7 

silent; liis lieart was too full of happin e g 8 l ° u a 
not paint the brightness and glory 
wlien Fergus on that night, seated on t:l* 0 
the tent o? the Saint, struck the harp a.n«_l 00X7 
of praise, Mahon’s sold joined in unison, 
ed in the sacred strain, that woke the eol Xo ^ 1 

valley. And Miloho’s sons and daughters ^ 
refrain, and every heart and every lip 
faith within their souls It was fcho «»I»l»iosl 
life; he sat beside Sybilla; her proud broth, 
waters guzin"- upon her with tenderness atul 
turned gaze.^sh® appealed to God for nicrey. 
beauty of her form and features, and the s\ v 
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in" melody of licr voice, ravished the soul of Mahon, and in 
a very ecstacy of delight, he returned thanks to his God, the 
hot tears streaming down his cheeks. 

The midnight moon cast its bright beams on the river, ere 
they retired to rest. A tent was hastily ei'ected for Sybilla 

and her sisters, and on soft beds of yielding moss, they re- 
nosed for the night. Despite the exeitement"which they, that 
dav had undergone, they soon sank into a calm and refresh- 
inff sleep. Kiaran and a few of his comrades kept watch and 
ward around the tent, aided by Mahon, who, all night long, 
tiently guarded the slumbers of his beloved. 

P dawn broke, the silver sounds of the Saint’s bell glad- 
dened the valley, and its tones woke to life the sleeping 
thousands. It was Easter Sunday, the first that had ever 
dawned on Erinn. On a green knoll an altar was erected, on 
which Patrick prepared to offer up the holy sacrifice. As 
the rich swell of liis voice rose on the morning air, and he in- 
toned tli® words of the Mass. “ I will go unto the altar of 
G-od * to God who rejoiceth my youth,” the multitude pros- 
trate^ themselves on the ground and with hushed breath and 
nickened hearts, partook of the holy mystery. At the proper 
moment the Saint addressed them, and by liis wondrous elo- 
T1 ce and lucid explanation of the truth, firmly and for ever, 
mrnlanted in their hearts . that faith which cau never die. 
Tim wavering and vacillating became convinced ; those who 
through fear of the King and liis Druids had kept aloof, now 
>rae forward with burning ardor; and those who from first 
i d believed, were filled with a more intense love for the 
wonderful God, whom they worshipped. Among the throng 
were many Druids. Wrapped in their tunics they looked on, 
. jriooroy and disdainful silence, ihey wished not to believe, 
h,rt feared the Apostle’s power and peisuasive eloquence. 
p, ve r and anon, as hundreds and hundreds of converts moved bv 
—je unseen power, bowed at the shrine of the true God, the 
Hdiog 8 we . re ’> tliem > conveyed to the King. They instilled 
r 1 his mind an intense hatred or the holy man ; and in ex- 

1 macerated terms, gave, an aecouut of the unreasonable and 
possible doctrine, which he taught. They scoffed S 
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mocked at the idea of the TriJii ^ — three * 

the monarch with wrath, and f nmaned hn Wt to T * 
blood. They knew that on d*yj ^ ie jf e u °J die 

Erinn would be decided ; tha* the glory winch H e l U8 
many centuries had shed on tHo land, would either ( 
phant or trampled on, forever* and they determined 
lice the Saint, if not by their superior skill and reasc 
murder. Poor Pagans ! Tliey knew not the power 
which they were contending. 

“ He shall die !” exclaimed the ting, Btamninff in 
brandishing his skein. F & 

But the subtle Druids, chagrined at their lvumiV 
the previous day, and wishing to inspire tlm 
dread of their arts, whereby they Hoped to cio^ 0 ^ 
longed for another encounter witli him, and I1 ^ vl p r \ 
to postpone his vengeance until later 2j ^dvised^ 
difiiculty in quelling the fierce storm tJiev J 

but were at length successful. JEJe oixhl^ a i&ed in \ 
brought before him at a certain hour blie sfc 

Bruids to consult their gods, and then conf c °i»n\3 
impostor. They departed, pleased with and 

over their enemy, and with the death whi i tlc *ipate< 
die. he woi 

It were vain to endeavor to paint h er 
Tara’s Hill. History recounts it. Xt i s Hiat r% 

and stoiy. The deeds of darkness perf 0 ^ li ^b>ah Tle( 
their vehement efforts to save, from bv 

gods; and their honest and sturdy reai 8t lI ^ Ht i°n 
they considered wrong ; all this is tno\vj. a ^ Ce a.L 
feader. How Patrick met them in tli eir evci 

Isiu — in the citadel of wrong and error — b 0ll ^ io l d 

of darkness and Hell; how, enlighto:o.cs<a °i X 

^°d, he performed many and wonderful % b y t 

manifest to the people the hollowness of J . ac; le8 

£ u pli<% of tJieir priests; licw, in proving Ux< 

, rin ity, lie picJeoci up the ImmbJe trefoil 
S been ^ 
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“ The chosen leafy 
Of Bard and Chief, 

The green, immortal shamrock,** 

and demonstrated the absurdity and false reasoning of the 
JJruids of Bel; these and a thousand other facts, which the 
children of the faith believe, need no repetition here. The 
Irish Druids, then tlie most learned men in Europe, were van- 
quished hy the words of Patrick ; and their idols were shat- 
tered in the dust. 

44 These men, who had until then worshipped the elements, 
were to learn that there was a Grod, who controlled these ele- 
ments, aud thus to be taught that there was an Almighty 
Creator of all things. These Magi had exercised certain 
power by tlieir incantations; they had to learn that these 
powers were under the absolute control of a Grod, of whom 
they never even heard. They were also to learn, that 
whatever might be effected by the powers of durlniPRs. were 


niucD 


niiie** *** 1 ~ — - 

on this Easter day.”* 


on . •' . 

The evening sun was setting ere the Druids retired from the 
contest, roiled, baffled and defeated, some sought the re- 
cesses of their groves to commune in secret with their gods, 
and p^y f ° r . Veu ge-nee on the head of the Saint: others 
sough* the king to remind him of his promise, to slay the man 
who was working 8 nch evil in hrmn; while many, lighted 
w ith grace, followed the Saint to his tent. 

filled with hope, thanksgiving and love, the holy Patrick 
left the royal hall of Tara and slowly wended his way toward 
the river, ilia heart was full to overflowing, for the mercies 
Glod had shown him, in liis hour of trial ; and wishing to bo 
alone in communion with lus Saviour and pour forth hie 
tl iH>nks, he beckoned to his followers to retire, i£id proceeded 
Jo » li« le g rov ? that lay on the outskirts of the city andtd- 
i«x*ent to tno river’s bank. They obeyed. But 
Veteran follower of Milcho, fearing to leave the Saint mipro- 


^teran loilowur of Milcho 

♦ C’usark s Lite of Sv Patrick. 
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li te soldier, clad in the uniform of the king’s guard, with a spear 

The poised in his hand) and in the act of hurling it at the heart of 

its- St. Patrick. He stood under the shadow of a huge oak, 

filial- whose spreading branches almost hid him from view. Kiar&n 

rushed forward and interposed his body between the Saint 
lents, and the assassin at the moment when the weapon left the lat- 

eele- ter’s hand. Kiaran heard the whiz of it as it approached 

igltj him, and instinctively throwing up his hand to ward off the 

rtain fatal shaft, succeeded in clutching it. Quick as lightning he 

these reversed it, mid hurling it with all his strength, pierced the 

rlioDi heart of the would-be assassin, pinning him to the tree. So 

, tint certain was the aim, and so fatal was the blow, that the un- 

wtre . fortunate wretch died instantaneously^ Two accomplices hid 
in the bushes, seeing the fate of their comrade, fled in the di- 
10 rection of tlie king’s palace. St. Patrick doubted not but they 
were sent by the king, and the unrepentant Druids, to mur- 
mthe der him; and again returning thanks to God for his deHver- 
liere ance, resumed his way to his encampment, 
goto That night, as the May-moon sited her lustrous beams on 

>t!ie» the white tents of the Christians, and a hundred harps sound- 
'll ed in praise of Him who had redeemed and purifled them, 

^ and a thousand voices blended in harmony and rejoicing, 
Sybilla, drawing the curtains of her tent aside, stepped into 
itritf the moonlight, and seated herself by a tree which overhung 

0 ‘ the tent. The paleness had left her cheeks, and the tranquil 

rti* brow and calm and unruffled look on her features, told of the 

:o < peace within. The haughty scorn, so lately depicted there, 

liiii had departed ; while in its place a look of mve and resigna- 
$ tion shone. Every lineament was as lovely as wliat we imagine 
of the angels : and her beauty, seemed, in the mellow moon- 
, tin light, more oi divine than mortal mould. At least, so thought 
f Mahon, as dofling his plumed hat, lie approached and sat be- 
side her. 

“ 1 liave longed for this hour, Sybilla,” he began in a low. 
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when 


soft whisper. “I have prayed and sighed for the moment, 
when together, we eould mingle our hearts in one, and I could 
cidl you Christian.” 

“ Mahon, little did I deem, two days ago, that this would 
come to pass. But God decreed that I should suffer humili- 
ation for my pride, and in His mercy He has had compassion 
on me- I have been obstinate, but I have suffered much, and 
it is well. I thought my sorrows could never be effaced j but, 
trusting to Him whom 1 have found, 1 feel an undefinablo 
.glow- — ® something that sheds balm upon my spirit, and gives 
me » happiness which I have never before known.” 

“ It is the spirit of the true faith which animatM you, Sy- 
billa? and brings comfort to your soul.” 

“ Nay, I am but a novice. Yesterday I was a daughter of 
Bel. You, who have been a Christian in Dalaradia, perhaps, 
for years, are more worthy to possess the happiness which 
faith can give, than my proud, obstinate heart.’^ 

tt Sybilla, it is not so. When you banished me from your 
presence, I was a pagan, as proud and obstinate as yourself. 
Conrn wronged me. He sought my life, and wrought me ill, 
^ith your sire sad brothers. Knowing 1 would be sacrificed 
to Ins wrath, because I dared to love one, destined for his 
shrine®’ I sought my own territory ; but my heart being 
we»»y with its weight of love and woe, unheedingly I went 
M tray hi the forest. I found shelter in the house Conall and 
Owen, and from them, first learned the faith I now profess. 
I looked upon them with horror, when they first disclosed 
their dtnvtnne to me; bnt it pleased God that I should be- 
lieve- When ! returned to Dalaradia with the holy Patrick, 
T -was a Christian — but not till then.” J 

“ O Mahon l the memory of our meeting then, will never 
be effaced from my poor heart. The horrible reality present 
c d tog™* of that dreadful day, fills me with remorse 

***** I* will fade away when yoor heart, fo-getful of its former 
foie© joys and hopes, and your mind, filled with noblerTml 
^snider thoughts, seeks solace at a better and truer shrine 
ffo-iioa® ameliorates all things, and faith and love 61nne ' 

^heaviest sorrows ofthl heart.” 1oVc can «“><!«* 
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“It may be, Mahon ; 1 nevc f, 

dia; I will neVer agate look upon the « 
the towers of my old home* 

“ The Braid winds as peacefully as ev 
of Dalaradia 5 and whero the towers 
stood, a church is erected to tdie .Living 
“ On the site of my father’s castle jr 
“ On the site of your £ ather’s castle 
witnessed its erection.” 

“ O I how. he deceived ixxo. The Evi 
in my heart or else 1 had not believed 1 
Christian dared to erect a slirine to ln s 
ashes, and the profanity was avenge* 
workmen were struck by liglitning, HIXf 
islied. And that thou, Malion, el *deuvc 
“His tongue spoke the foul though^ 
Sybilla; ana both were evil.** 

“He also said you were a wanderer T 
your kindred ; that the clansxrxen 0 f ^ 
as a renegade, and your young-ex* broth 
your father, who died with a broken 
elected chieftain in your place.** * 

“ A fiend possessed him, and lie 
signed for me.” 

“O Mahon ! I believed him tlio f a 
the brightest follower of God on ^ 

bis Christian enemies, and when l^H vi x \ , 
cred Virgins, to become a vestal, 
before liiin. A shudder passes tlu'o u Ji 
of hig blasphemies rises bcfoi*e mo, 

God’s vengeance, that 6truek him dead 
TJien I beheld the power of the Cl u .i 
Bcoru and mockery in my heart wer e 
and woo. The noble bearing of 
the dark l^rnid, might have told mo w 
B«t rny heart was blinded by pride- 
looked with scorn and contempt upon, « 
U,>od whom I considered traitor®. C 
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living lie, and dearly hast thou paid the penalty. Thou 
wertthe murderer of my father I” 

« Let us speak not of that Sybilla ; the wound is yet fresh, 
and thoughts of it will only serve to keep it longer green. 
God decreed that these things should happen, and we should 
be obedient to his will. Let me rather tell what events hap- 
pened after your rescue from the castle, and dissipate the 
foul slander which the Druid threw upon my name.” 

«♦ I will listen willingly, Mahon, and do all in my power to 
right the wrong I have done yon. What a mist has been 
lifted from my eyes, and how apparent God, when Ho 
pleases, can make the truth appear 1” 

Mahon, in a simple and unassuming manner detailed the 
events which occurred since her hasty flight from Dalaradia, 
until their meeting at Tara. Modestly he mentioned the part 
he played in her rescue ; but with feeling told of his joy on 
again beholding her. The treachery and perfidy of Conra, 
he condemned and deprecated, but forgave him as be ca me a 


<Jliristi»n- . 

“ But never did we despair of yon, Sybilla,” lie said in con- 
clusion- “ When in the liut of Conall I told the story of my 
love, h© told me that thou wert too bright a pearl to be lost 
to the fnith ; and, though proud in spirit. Mid steadfast in the 
faith of hr inn, tliy heart would melt before the words of the 



7nZ meh to tears, "and Cathal, Elie and O wTth 
emotion at mention of thy name. Artgal and Bratha brought 
me tidings weekly, of my friends, and when we met at Au- 
gher, n^e we departed for Tara, our prayers were mingled to 
gether for thy welfare and conversion. Mass was daily of- 
fered by Conall, who is now a priest of God, for tl.y Li’s 
sake. iu the church of Dalaradia. Fergus had gone on a nil- 
gm»»g e to but . though he could obtain no tidii»g» P of 
thee, well knew that Coma had placed thee in the cSlego 
of 'V r i r £ ins > anCA we would meet thee at Bcaltiuno ryJL 
fLe to^face with the Apostle of Christ, we S 6 ’ ^ 
result- Praise be to God ! our hopes have been ^IriiEdP* 
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rememoer you in their prayers, and Cathal, when at the altar, 
will not, surely, forget you.” 

u And Sybilla, when Cathal is a priest of God, and Ova 
and Elie have become the brides of Christ, and Congal and 
Una united, and swaying the wand of chieftaincy in Dalara- 
dia, what dost thou intend to do f ” 

“ A life of penitence and prayer, Mahon, is meetost for 
me.” 

“ I know of one, Sybilla, whose halls are lonely, and whose 
heart pines for thee. There are soaring mountains and fer 
tile valleys in Tir-owen ; broad acres and lordly towers. There 
are glens and lakes on which the sun ever shines, and plains 
where the wild deer wander free ad the winds of heaven. 
And there is one who lords it over those broad domains, 
not so much by inheritance as by liis people’s love. A 
thousand spearmen leap to his bugle-call, aud a thousand 
shields keep music to the harp, in his banquet hall. On the 
day cm which he is crowned at Tullough-oge, were Sybilla by 
his side to share his honors and his love, he would not change 
his state to be Ard-Riagh of Erinn. JDalaradia delights thee 
no more. Long and fondly have I loved thee, bright pearl 
of my souL Thy heart was once mine. O Sybilla ! give it 
me again, and hie thee to the green woods of Tir-owen, where 
thy Mahon’s heart will ever beat in unison with thine, and, 
blessed by our holy Church, and happy in our people’s love, 
we too will be happy. The holy Patrick himself, will smile 
upou our union, and bless us. Speak, Sybilla! Congal and 
Una are approaching. How fondly she smiles upon him ! 
O speak! idol of my soul!” 

His impassioned manner and burning words sunk deep into 
her soul. She looked upon his manly and noble face-— her 
lips parted as if to speak, unconsciously displaying the bright 
peara within — she hesitated to utter her thought, but seeing 
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TJna and Congal draw nigh, turned, with a love-lighted smile 
in her eye, her sweet face to his, and softly whispered — 
a j go with thee to Tir-owen.” 

He had barely time to clasp her hand in liis, when Una, 
rushing forward, threw herself into the arms of Sybilla. 

« O Sybilla !” she exclaimed, “ we depart on the morrow 
for Kileurran. Will you not accompany us?” 

“ I know not, Una,” she answered, “ until I hear what 
Congal and my sisters advise.” 

« !J»j ie n Congal s advice is,” said her brother, “ that you 
and Mahon depart with us. Patrick leaves in the morning 
for Lagonia. 1 have consulted with Pergus and our friends, 
and as Ova and Elie must proceed to Dalaradia to prepare 
for their reception into the Christian Sisterhood, we consider 
it our duty to bear them company thither. Besides, Cathal 
has been placed under the tuition of Conall, and Kileurran 
bcin 0, at no £ reat distance, we can always communicate with 
each°other. If Mahon would only accompany us, our hap» 
uiness would be complete. Kiaran, my father’s old standard- 
bearer, insists on returning with me; and his companions, 
Earrtinn and Bunn, who, until to-day, scoffed at everything 
the Christian holds dear, have been regenerated by the waters 
of baptism? and follow the holy man of God, whithersoever 
ho ffoes- The hand of God truly guided Kiaran to the grove 
where Patrick knelt to pray; and the death of Laegari’s 
sncarinau k aS struck terror to the hearts of the unbelievers. 
It wa» truly an interposition of Divine Providence. But the 
wrath of the Ard-Riagh is not appeased. Once the good 
p.. trick leaves, it will burst forth, and, instigated by the 
Dmids, he will have revenge on the Christians. In peaceful 
KUcurran we will find re pose. bybiUa needs rest, and in new 
f;Vi different scenes, far from the Braid, she will forget her 
sorrow 8 * I . kn °. W t ller hk % l £ r , to be Present at 

Sr reception into the Sisterhood, and Cathal at his ordinar 
t£St And l f vm S nothing farther to prolong our stay at 
T»r**> lct „ us depart at ^ morain ^ 8 dawn - Does Sybilla 

Willingly, Congal, and widi Una by my side, I shall en- 
ioJlVO r to forget the past, and hope only for the future.” 
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“ Then, Mahon, it remains for yon to give your consent to 
complete our happiness.” 

“ Freely I accord it, Congal, provided you tarry with me a 
week in Tir-owen on your way thither.” 

“ You have expressed my own thought, Mahon. It was 
the wish of my heart. Let us proceed to the tent of Ova and 
Elie, and convey to them the glad tidings. They marvel at 
our absence. I hear the harp of Fergus. There is not a 
happier heart in Tara to-night than his.’ 

Mahon much doubted the last assertion of Congal, but 
with a smile he arose and accompanied Sybilla to the tent of 
her sisters. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 


the coronation at tuixouoh-ook 

•The C868ST of Rome has a wider domain, 

and the Aid-Riagh of France has more clans in his train; 

The sceptre of Spain is more heavy with gems. 

And our crowns cannot vie with the Greek diadems. 

But kinglier far before heaven and man 

^re the emerald fields and the fiery-eyed dan— 

The sceptre and state, and the poets that sing, 
the swords that encircle a true Irish king I 

'j'hrice looked he to Heaven with thanks and with prayv, 
•Thrice looked to his borders with sentinel stare — 

•To the waves of Lough Neagh— to the heights of Strabane, 
£jid thrice on his allies, and thrice on his clan. 

One clash on their bucklers, one more, they are still — 
\Fhat means that deep pause on the crest of the hill ? 

Why gaze they above them ? a war-eagle’s wing ! 

*Tis an omen 1 hurrah 1 for the true Irish King 1 


_ ^ a s Summer, A. D., 434. Rosy June smiled on the 
A 11 woods of Tir-owen. Lake and river lay bathed in the 
^Vrisoo gl°. r y the rising snn. His bright beams fell upon 
o. rl m0 uotain tops, kissing the red blossomed heather, and 
j e j^jjng a flood of light and loveliness, on hill, and stream 
8 , va lley. Round Tullough-oge Rath the flowers bloomed in 

811 lty ; the lark caroled her jocund song to the morning; 
>c ^ t iie woods that fringed its rugged sides, were musical 
h the notes of a thousand songsters. Calm and placed as 
W1 - jjfant’s smile the sleeping waters lay. The emerald fol- 
c of the woods appeared and shone in beauteous contrast, 
reflected on their silvery bosom. It was a fair and 
^^laome scene, on which the eye would love to feast, and 
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connel. Next to them came the clansmen of Cuil-Rathain.* 
They numbered a thousand shields. As the clans halted on 
the rath, the music ceased, and for a space a solemn silence 
reigned. Suddenly the gladsome chimes of a church bell, 
■whose spire could be seen peeping through the foliage, rung 
out a welcome peal. Then, emerging from the green wood, 
with gay banners and waving plumes, Mahon and his follow- 
ers appeared. Surrounded by a thousand battle-axes, the 
young prince of Tir-owen advanced until he stood opposite 
the coronation chair. Doffing his plumed hat, he bowed 
gracefully to the ladies and chiefs, and attended by the lords 
Tir-connel and Coleraine, seated himself on the throne. 

/V ^rain the bell in the church spire rang out a gladsome 
peal, and slowly emerging from the sacred edifice, StTPatrick, 
robed in fu 11 canonicals, followed by a band of bishops and 
priests, advanced toward the coronation ground. Conall, 
Owen, and Gatlial, in their robes, followed in hia train. As 
the Saint approached Prince Mahon, the latter rose and rever- 
entially saluted him. Then O’Cathan, the chief of Coleraine, 
taking the y° un g prince by the hand, led him to St. Patrick’s 
aide. At t * 16 8411110 time, Congal, approaching Sybilla, led 
her to Mahon, and placed her hand in his. The blushes 
gjjjjie and went on her beautiful face, like sunshine on the 
wavelets of a summer lake ; aud of the hundred mm'Honn who 
attended her, none looked so lovely as she. Congal and Una, 
accomP a ° ied b / the chief of Tir-connel, ranged themselves 
bv her side. And there, in the blessed light of day, beneath 
the blue dome of heaven, the first Christian marriage was 
celebrated in Tir-oweu. Mahon s happiness was complete, 
and joy dtulc ? d m bis eyes as he clasped the hand of Svbilla, 
and claimed it aa hia own. Nor were tne hearts of Congal 
d Una less joyous. A smile lit up the bright eye of tho 
young Dalarathan, as he gaz° d on the blusliing face of his 
f enutiiul bnde, and pressed her to his bosom. 

the conclusion of the ceremony Mahon led Svbilla to 
throne, and seated her by h s side. A shout of joy bant 

‘^^goil.Brtlalii, Coleraine, Co. Derry. 
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.» fatten, the darkness is dissipated, and the son 
t Bci^Svnth beams upon the land. Truly, th is man. has 
?;<rht °* " wonderful change in Erinn.” 

■Jrought » DO t so stubborn, Conall, as Sybilla. Had they 
n All vre , j have caused woe in Erinn. I shudder at my 

\>een, ^ ^ZnA pride.” 

o bdur^y. a _ 0 t of it, daughter; God’s ways are mysterious 
“ Tbio*- conversion at Tara, perchance, brought mon 
Ti‘5 8 . the fold, than if thou liadst at first believed. Thj 
6 oul® ^T^isbed Mahon from thee, and was the cause of hi 
f r ovrn b» ^ion. Thy Bmile would have detained him tr 
ftodhjS 6 aT1( j led him to perish with thee, in the flames of tlr 
thy B . ®’ put God and liis angels were watching over thee 
dvreil in & e a Ration to thy rescue.” 

a nd g 131 ^ Yjgje comes one, who, under God, was instruments 
** me also,” said Mahon, pointing to Artgal, wli 

in g' u Sached with Kiaran. ^ 

no'Vf 8 ’*’~i 1 ad been sent by Congal to precede the Prince an 
T h®y order to clear a passage through the dense crow 

gybing’ _ged around the banquet hall to see them as the 
that « 3 

e»^ r ®vouing Artgal to his Bide, Mahon pansed, and taking 
f, e v,roocb, glittering with gems, from liis breast, placed 
1 ot 


go 


o u but a poor recompense for tliy good services, frienc 

* thou art remembered in my heart,” he said, grasping li 


but 


bab^i^y words, my prince, will be treasured dearer than th 

g°l?i doubt it not, good Artgal,” said Sybilla: “Thy lore 
-.-urn to me, and, though poor the ofEerlng, accept tnis froi 
ku<> ^ otn tliou hast bo truly served.” r 

^ c V»king ^r°m hw neck a heavy chain of gold, she placed 
ol ind Ilia* “ e ropped on one knee to receive it, and h 
vfivt beat high with pride, as tlie slender hand of Sybill 
Vouched luf ® . , ^ A ^laat of martial music now fitted tl 
2?. St- Wick had reached the banquet hatt, and hurry! 
^ard,Habon and his bride entered. The Saint was fi 
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conducted to an apartcnent j n 

his ocolytes, he disrobed and mvw ° 8 f t * where atte i.j„j . 
seated at breakfast, the harpera tJie hall ° to 

honor of Tir-owen and I wf^ ^ Wanted a 
glories ; their nroweas in the reJlea raed theb 

cil; their gentleness in the h”fl!%fc r ^om in the COUfl 

verse the bright and endurina- ^ted in o-W; “ 



wasin store for h f l5mT 

warmed by the theme, they struck th^hL^^' Then » 

poraneous hymn of thanksgiving to (L T J . n « extern! 

His mercies, and supplicating Hif a to ^»J> essmg Him for 
an eye of love, upon green Eriun. t v 8 «>ok down with 

As they ceased, the spears of the warri 
shields, and the emphasis of their hi ors bounded on tb«iV 
pl-tic “ Amen ” t/th. prayer of ft"'®, re -Po-<l«i 
When the banquet was over, St P Q f • 1 
Iiall followed by Mahon and his chiefs ar ? e left tlie 
appeared before the soldiers, one and all 6 & ooc * Saint 
to receive his parting benediction. Ha Jcneit ° n ^e gronrxd 
Armagh, to erect there a cathedral Wa ^ departing- for 
spread over the world. . After a brief fan ? e ^^“d 

on them his blessing, and affectionate] „ he bestowed 

hon and Sybilla, and their friends/3 ‘‘f"?* 

On the occasion of the inanguration ?^ 6 v. -°f 

IS*—*** 

Athletic games and sports were induWi in Ad mirth**-^*- 
joy and revelry reigned. The chieftJ-J tost review^ \\ 
clansmen and auxiliaries, who offered their fealty, and 
done, then- arms were laid aside, and the remaining tv - * 
passed m mirtli. It was an ancient 0 ., a fnm and one vrU* . 
usage had made peremptory. But nevlr did the hills &»>*_ = 
with brigiiter bonfires ; never did tl ie [,„ rD sound sweet-^ji 
and never did chief or clansman pl^ liis love for 
Prince of his choice, in more hear t-f w . or d , than did 
newer of Ulster’s chivalry for IfahrJL* Tir-o^ en > and ^ 
billa, the pearl of Palaradia. ot X 
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♦ViTee days and nights liad expired, tlxe princ^s f riemla 
departed &r their homes, bearmg with them 
the young chief, and with their hearts 
m»oy P r tf \Se of him, and hif boundless hospitality. 

■fillea "^Vand Una sojourned in Tir-o wen until back 

* Coog^^patient at their delay, and hastenedthemback 
. _ r8 beca® 1 ®. . Long years after — when their children ha 
' to P» l * r *Jnd them, stalwart warriors and lovely 
^j-own a * - te( i the greenwoods of Tullough-oge, and to t 

•{dre» rep eated the BtoT ? o£ their Uves * 

C ipd ft 0 ® Dalaradia and Tir-owen sprang a progeny 
chiefs 10 . „ tv a nd valor shone in after times, as stainless and 
■who 6 ® v that ever bore the Cross. Their learning and 
bright 68 A confessed in monastery and abbey, from the 
^nctity * 0 f their own land to the pillars of Hercules, 
pillar t° ver tcd Scotland and England to the true faith, and 
They c ° „ ve rV country in Europe Religion and literature, 
gave to i a -well-fought field, against Dane and Norman, 
^.nd 10 proof of the faith that was in them by offering up 

they tor God and country. From the first ravages or 

U lC * rthtneu to the battle of Antrim, in ill-starred ’98, the 
the ulster were ranged on the side of Religion and 

Lihe r J , y*, the reader is aware, became a priest, and liis 
oVa and Elie, took the veil. They were the first 
gistet 6 * uun8 ip Ulster. Fergus, the hard, remained with 
0h rl8t i in Dalaradia, until his death, which occurred ten years 

Coirg 61 ’ , •-» cm vo fi rvu uf .,.1. ^ II /\ elooTiA OT1 fcjlO 


the 

80 


(fill ID ? u 1**011 « 

CofioV e inauguration at Tullough-oge. He sleeps on i 
ait* 5 *- ^ t i ie braid, the murmur of whose waters he loved 

ha 0 } 18 uiina followed in the train of the Saint till his death, 
well* a nd Owen lived to a green old age, ministering to 
spiritual wants of the Dahiradians, and in death were 
*be side ^ 6 ide, in the church erected on the ruins of Mu- 
D 1 cast.e. Bratlia became a priest, and occupied Conall s 
ch° 6 oQ bi B decease. 

pl^rbre, Feliui. Ibar and Artaal remained in the service of 
^ V on, beloved by him and Sybilla; »nd when God called 
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»nose, their last hours were soothed, and their eyet 
them bv the Tir-owen chieftain and Sybilla of Dola- 

elosed m ae»w* 
radia* 
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L’EIT^OI. 


Pear land of Bards and Saints, to me 
fere’s naught so dear as thy minstrelsy, 
plight is nature in every dress, 
pich in unborrowed loveliness. 

Winning in every smile she wears, 

Winning she is in thine own sweet airs. 

What to the spirit more charming can be 
Than the lay whose lingering notes recall 
The thoughts of the holy, the fair, the free. 
Beloved in life and deplored in their fall ? 
fling, fling the forms of art &Bide, 

Dull is the ear which these charms enthral, 
pet the simple songs of our sires be tried. 

They go to the heart, and the heart is sill 
Give me the full responsive sigh. 

The glowing cheek and the moistened eye. 

Pet these the minstrel’s might attest, 

And the vain and the idle may shape the rest 1 


-F*urU* 


\ student of IriBh history, tlie scenes I have endear 
T° * depict in these pages, will not come amiss. Hekno^ 
ored to historically correct. The subject is a grand om 
x\xef ? r ve not come up to his standard of delineation, whe 
If \ k* 0 i Ancient Erinn, tlie fault lies not in my will, bi 
vrrit^^Yniity. Under what depressing circumstances and a< 
iu Attune “ Sybilla ” was written, he will never know. 
ver & 0 t p oft e who bt ^er at the civilization of Ireland previoi 
T° gjfival °f St. Patrick, and laugh at the miracles sai 
to ^^ e h e enp er ^ orme d by him, I can only say ,read Irish hist or; 
tob* v ^ ver8 io n of the Irish from Paganism to Christianity 
The brightest chapters in the history of the world. ! 

on® °g eC ted almost without blood. Their warm hearts, frt 
wnB educated minds became imbued in one day wit 

ving truths of the Gospel of Olirist, while it took ce 
tbe s preaching and teaching to instiL the same truths in 
tune^ er more besotted nations of lEurope. One wov 
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. . u A a t the creed, so often and easily accepted, would be 
eaAdy shaken off. Cut it was not so. The ancient Irish 
#B a thiiLki 11 ^ people- How they and their descendants 
^ ere ^ that creed, their history attests. Their martyr-roll 
C .Timbers Borne. They hare been the misssionaries of 
. . £ or fourteen centuries. The Catholic faith is engrafted 
•their hearts ; it can never be effaced, never obliterated ; 
St will endure until their native mountains moulder into 
dust and the sun sinks into the ocean of eternity 1 

WILLIAM COLLINS. 
Bbooki-t*, N. Y., 224 day of the month of Mary, 1879. 
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MAIDENS OF HALLOWED NAMES. By RtT CK”;::,;'"-";- <® 

MAKING OF THE IRISH NATION. Byj a^' 8 ’, 8 ^* J 00 
MANNING’S WORKS, (CARDINAL). s ToU ' * ds *‘ ® ”• 1 °* 

edition, enghsh cloth exit*. In box. Per act * ** or ™ , 

Sold separately, single Tolomes, each * *o 

Four Great Evil*. Internal Mission .f tK. Hni. rtu.M * 

Sin and Its Consequent* Vat, can Co ££» « lbc Holy Ghost. 

Temporal Mtsston oi u, e Holy Ghotrt 

MANUAL OF THE CHILDREN OF MARY. Cloth, red edge. M 
MANUALOF BL. TRINITY. (Prayerbotk). Price* upward* iron 10 ® 

•• “ Catholic Pfaytt* ** •« it »* 

“ “ Crucifixion “ large print, “ “ C5 

McCarthy MORE. By Mrs. James Sad Her. 1 a® 

MEDITATIONS ON ST. JOSEPH. By Broth«’phillip« net C ®V 

MEDITATIONS ON THE INCARNATION. By St. Ligw>ri~. «<| 

MEMORIAL OF CHRISTIAN LIFE. By F L .deGranada 

MERCHANT OF ANTWERP. By Hendrik C on#cieoc«i ;** 1 

MEN AND WOMEN OF THE FAR OFF Tlvju By S. H - Burke. - ^ 
MEMOIRS AND SELECT SPEECHES OF §HIEL A CUEEAN 1 
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MEMOIRS OF DR. R. R. MADDEN. With portrait on steel, net EE 

MIRROR OF TRUE WOMANHOOD. By Rev. Mooaignor 
O'Reilly. 8 to., cloth, plain edges, 470 pages...---— ------- * 

Gilt edges - * W 

MINER’S DAUGHTER, THE. Containing * full explanation of 

ceremonies of the Mass, for children. By Cecilia Mary Caddell 7m 

MISSION CROSS, AND THE CONVENT OF ST. MARY’S 

MISSION AND DUTIES OF YOUNG WOMEN. ReT. White, D. D M 
MISSION OF DEATH, THE. A Tale of the Penal Daws in N. Y. 78 
MOORE. Poetical Works of Thomas Moore. 640 pages, royal 

octavo. Full gilt sides and edges. Steel portrait... S 00 

MOTHER’S SACRIFICE, A. By Christine Faber. Imitation 

half morocco, gilt top........ ....................... ............ I 28 

MOTHER GOOSE MELODIES- Large type edition. Illustrated, 20 
MOWBRAYS AND HARRINGTONS. By Mary M. Mcline. 78 
MONTH OF MARY. By Rev. D. Roberto. Cloth, red edges..... 80 

MONTH OF MARY. By Rev -A. Gratry. Introduction by Father Faber 40 
MISSION BOOK. *8 mo. Prayerbook. Prices upward from 78 

“ “ S4 44 »» u It 00 

MYSTERIES OF LIVING ROSARY. Per too sheets « SO 

MYSTERIOUS HERMIT. By Mrs. James Sadlier... „ 40 

NANNRTTE’S MARRIAGE. A Catholic Tale 75 

NEW INDIAN SKETCHES. By Rev. P. J. de Smei's/j 75 

^t^e°n r t i ' i . f v b o in . g ^ lway * 

NEW TESTAMENT. 8 vo., cloth, embossed 1 cn 

is mo , large type, cloth, red edges t II 

18 mo., cloth, red edges... ... ......... 128 

*4 mo., cloth, flexible.... -- .................. 50 

s 

ninety-eight and forty-bight 1 88 

NOBLEMAN OF ’89. By M. A. Quinton ', ®T SaVa « e 1 00 

ODONNELLSOFGLENCOTTAGR BvVtV“ 0 “*- 8,6 P»E«* 1 60 

ODDITIES OF HUM ANITY * y ». P. Conyngham LL.D 150 

•O GALLAGHER’S 7* 

— 8 00 
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75 


ORPHAN OF MOSCOW, OR 

By Mrs. James Sadlier. Over *oo oa^ UUNG ^VERNESS* 
OLD AND NEW, OR TASTE* - 

James Sadlier. 500 pages FASHION. By Mr» 

OLD HOUSE BY THE BOYNE* BrVr^T . 1 ffi 

OLD CHEST, THE. By Mis, Anna T s7;/ lm '“ Sad,icr 1 ifi 

OLIVE’S RESCUE. By Udy E u “non "■ 100 

PASTOR’S VISIT TO THE SCIENCE OFSiVn 40 

pares. Cloth OF SALVATION. ,00 

TARSON’S BIOGRAPHICAL E>ICTIONARv ' V„' 60 

Parsons. D. D ‘UMXY, By Rev. Reuben 

•PARISH PROVIDENCE, A. By net «0 

PATH OF DUTY. AND OTHER S TOR r ue ^ Paper * SO 

•PATRIOT PARLIAMENT OF 4® 

PEOPLE’S MARTYR, THE. By Elis' M c. ** Paper fin 

PEARL IN DARK WATERS. A T^”' 1 OO 

Margaret Mary. Over 250 pages C ~ lmc# Blessed 

PEARLS OF A YEAR. Octavo, fine cloth 75 

PERRY’S INSTRUCTION FOR THE USE 60 

POOR MAN’S CATECHISM. By R ev .^A^CHISTSaiiet 40 

POPE AND MAGUIRE’S FAMOUS DlSCnccr^x^ — 

POEMS OF THOMAS D’ARCY McGEE N ~" * ** 

POPE’S NIECE, THE. And other Tale* r‘ w **V 2 OO 

POPULAR MORAL TALES. i8tno., cloth ’ Mr *’ J- Sadlier 40 

PRIEST’S BLESSING. OR DESTINY 40 


PROCTER. Complete Poetical Works of AdVlVtVn V 1 

octavo. 45 o pages, »4 page illustration! RtTr* ,e £-, Im !? rial 
PROCTER’S POEMS, i* mo., gji t iide , and ' Ped I,n *’ G,lt * d **» 4 *• 
PRAIRIE BOY, THE. A »tory c f , he West. 

PRETTY PLATE. THE. By J. V . H„nti£L By ° Brier I* 

PRIEST’S SISTER. By Mrs. James Sadlier ir 

PRAYER, OR THE ° F O BTAInYnG* SALVATION. 

By St. Alphonsus LiE uori « Cloth, red ed^o« 50 

PROPHECIES OF ST. COLUMBKILLE. rw'h red Vdgei"” . «® 

PUBLIC SCHOOL EDUCATION. ByR C y. MtiUer ,c.SS.R 1 60 

PURGATORY OPENED. OR MONTH Op NOVEMBER 4 ® 

QUEEN’S CONFESSION, THE. By R aoul ”° Navery ** 

•QUESTIONS ON VOCATIONS. For You*' People Generally *® 
RAVELUNGS FROM THE WEB OF Ll^ 1 ** 
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REDMOND COUNT O’HANLON. By Wn. Carletoa 75 

RE LIGION IN SOCIETY. By ti c Abb* Martinet - 150 

RELIGION AND SCIENCE. By Rev. Maurice Roney nu, S. I M net 75 
REVELATIONS OF ST, BRIDGET. By Rev. W. H. Neligmn, D.D. 00 

RECLUSE OF RAM BOU I LLRT. By Anna T. Sedlicr 40 

RODRIGUEZ CHRISTIAN PERFECTION. 3 vols,, red edge, net £ 00 
ROME,TheCapit»lof the bristiajiWarld. Rev. W. Nelli gan, D.D. 1 00 
ROME AND THE ABBEY. A Tale of Conscience.... 125 
ROME, ITS RULERS AND ITS INSTITUTIONS. J.F. Maguire 2 00 

ROSARY BOOK, Paper cover. Illustrated 10 

ROBERT MAY AND TOM HOWARD 40 

ROSARIO. A Catholic Tale of the Sixteenth Century—————— ^ 

ROSEMARY, OR LIFE AND DEATH. By J Vincent Huntington 1 50 

ROSE LR BLANC. By Lady Georgians. Fullerton...-.-.. 1 00 

ROSE OF ST. GERMAIN’S, THE. By Agnes M. Stewart 125 

ROSE OF VENICE, THE. *50 pages...... 75 

•RYAN’S POEMS. By Rev. Abram J. Ryan, the Poet Priest of 

the South. Large ismo, fine doth. 465 pages; xi Illustrations 2 00 
Quarto Edition, red line, Persian calf, padded, red under 

gold edges net 4 00 

Also finer bindings. Complete list on application" 

RURAL ESSAYS, 8 vo., full sheep, Illustrated, over 600 pages, net 75 
RULE OF LIFE. By St. Alphonsus Liguori. Cloth, red edges... 50 
STORIES OF OLD NEW YORK. Etc. By Grandfather Greenway 1 25 

SAINTLY CH ARACTERS. By Rev. W. H. Nelligan. D.P » 

SACRED HISTORY. By Bishop Challoner „ — W 

SADLIER, MRS. JAMES, WORKS OF. New and uniform 

edition, 14 vols. Per set, in box .... ... — .... ....... net 7 50 

Comprising the following volumes: 

Aunt Honor’s Keepsake. EUnor Preston. 

Blakes and Flanagans, Hermit of the Rock. 


Bessy Conway. 

Confederate Chieftains. 

Con O* Regan. 

Confessions of an Apostate. 
Father Sheehy, and Daughter of 
Tyrconnell. 


Heiress of Kilorgan. 
MacCarthy More. 

New Lights. 

Old and New. 

Old House by tb« Boyns. 


SAVAGE S POEMS. ByJoha „ mo . , fill top, 3»S P»f« * •* 
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SCOTTISH CHIEFS. THE. By Miss Jane Porter _ _ j gg 

STRAYED FROM THE FOLD. By Minnie M. Lee . I 25 

SCHMID. Canon Schmid** Tales. 135 Illustration*. 6 vole. Per set *00 

SCAPULAR BOOK. Complete, paper... 

♦SCHOOL OF JESUS CRUCIFIED. By Fr. Ignatius; P* M ionist. 
SCIENCE AND RELIGION. By Cardinal Vaughan net 


SCIENCE AND RELIGION, uy \.aruin»i v*ugnau~ - 
♦SERAPHIC MANUAL. New Complete Edition. Cloth. net 
con * aot ^ % red tdfe*...,...,..^,.,^,,...,,^ 

Cloth, red edges no* 

Cruise of the Alabama and 


10 

70 

70 

40 

20 

00 


70 


SERAPHIC STAFF. 

SERAPHIC OCTAVE, THE. 

SBMME’S SERVICE AFLOAT, vmm mi me 

Sumter during Civil War. 833 pages, oct. Full page engravings 
Half Turkey morocco.. ... .,*•••*•• •*•""" 

SEVEN OF US. By Marion J. Brunowe — — * . 

SERMONS AND LECTURES OF FATHER BURKB. J’ 0 '*' t 

cloth. Over 1,800 pages..— 

Sold separately as follows 5 g oO \ 

VoL I. Lectures and Sermons. Cloth..,,.^.. { \ 

Dr Lectures and Sermona Cloth..„..„.,,,..."*'*’ g 58 i 

VoL HI. Lectures in Ireland. *08 

Cloth, full gilt sides and edges, per volume ' net * 00 

SERMONS AND DISCOURSES. ByMo«t Rev. J. IfaeH^ 1eX> * * \ 00 

SERMONS OF THE PAULI STS. Vol. VI, zamo., cm 4 * 1 
SERMONS FOR EVERY SUNDAY IN THE TEAR- **’ 0 et' 19 
W, Grtaa. O. S. A. New edition. «Y> P=f« Red 
SERMONS BV ABCHB'P O'GALLAGHER. (IrUh so** 1 ** 

SERMONS ON OUR LORD AND B. V. M. Cardin*lWi. c **^*T 0 c* ' 

SERMONS ON MORAL SUBJECTS- Cantina] W**®****^. — * . 

SOPHIE'S TROUBLES. By Mine- l* Comteaae de ^ - 1 . 

SOUTHERN CATHOLIC STORY. By Minnie Mary \ m 

SOLITARY ISLAND, aamo., 4 oo pages. By Ree. John T^ 1 ***^ „ 

SHIBL’S SKETCHES OF THE IRISH BAR \ ** 

SIXTEEN NAMES OF ANCIENT IRELAND. By ReV- ° -- j, 

SPEBCHES FROM THE DOCK. 408 page., i> mo., d 0 *-** 

*T .JOHN’S MANUAL. PRAYERBOOK. Price, upward 
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SONG BOOKS. 

Brin Go Brash Songster. 180 pages, paper cover..——— 

Faugh- A-Ballagh Songster. 180 pages, paper cover — — 

Forget Me Not Songster, 300 pages, paper cover... — 

Gem Songster, The. 80 pages. Cloth, flexible 

Harp of Erin, Songster, 300 pages, paper cover — 

Irish National Songster. 360 pages, cloth - — 1 

•New Spirit of the “Nation.” By Martin MacDermott. ‘*6mo.. 

Universal Irish Song Book, xa mo., 50 engravings. Over 500 pages 1 

Songs of Ireland and Other Lands. 900 pages, umo., cloth a 

Spirit of the Nation. Young Irelanders, 1848. 84 pages, x6mo.,cloth 
SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHER’S CLASS BOOK. Per dox.* net 

SYBIL. A DRAMA nct 

STORIES FOR BOYS 

STORIES FOR GIRLS ****'*'J 

STORIES FOR CATHOLIC CHILDREN. By Rev. A. M. Gruxrf 
BPBECHES OF CELEBRATED IRISHMEN, IRISH CHAR- 
ACTER, Etc. By Henry Giles, m mo., 400 pages— — — — 7 

STORY OF ITALY. By Rev. A. Bresciani, S. J — — — 1 

STORIES ON THE BEATITUDES. By Agnes M. Stewart 

STORY OF IRELAND. By A. M. Sullivan, samo., 650 page*- 
Illustrated,—— 

STRAW-CUTTER’S DAUGHTER. By Lady Fullerton— — — — 

STATIONS OF THE WAY OF THE CROSS. Paper 

SURE WAY TO FIND OUT THE TRUE RELIGION 

SPIRIT OF ST. LIGUORI AND VISITS. *75 pages 

SPANISH CAVALIERS. By Mrs. lames Sadlier 

TALES AND STORIES. By Mrs. James Sadlier — — 

TALES AND LEGENDS FROM HISTORY 

TEN STORIES. By Mrs. James Sadlier..... * 

THE LOST DAUGHTER. A Gypsy Tale of the 15th Century — 

TWO BROTHERS, THE. By Anna T. Sadlier * 

TWO BRIDES, THE. A Catholic Story. Mgr. O’ Reilly *■ tamo-, * 

4x5 Pages 

TWO COTTAGES. By Lady Georgiana Fullerton . 

TWO GRAY TOURISTS. By Richard Malcom Johnston 

TWO VICTORIES, THE. A Catholic Tale. By Rev- T. J- Po “*f 
THREE KINGS OF COLOGNE. By Rev. Titus Joslio. * 4 ®°-; , 
THOUGHT FOR EACH DAY IN THE YEAR. By a Fn 

TRUE TO THE END, AND OTHER TALES—— * 
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